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Not too long ago, most European and American intellectuals lived in a 
mental world where there was one grand narrative alive, the narrative of 
Western “progress.” That narrative survives among the elite and European 
and American political leaderships; but the postmodernist philosophers are 
certainly right to suggest that the Western grand narrative is in collapse. 
But those who claim that all grand narratives have collapsed could not be 
more wrong. The grand narrative of Islam has not collapsed. It is revived 
and in the ascendant. 








7 7 7 b AAA : 

A VERY вен PEOPLE KNOW THAT THE ORIGINAL GREEK 
TRANSLATION OF “APOCALYPSE” ANS “LIFTING OF THE VEIL” 
OR “REVELATION”... A DISCLOSURE OF SOMETHING HIDDEN 
FROM THE MAJORITY OF MANKIND IN AN ERA DOMINATED 
BY FALSEHOOD AND MISCONCEPTION 





FAR FROM BEING A HORRIBLE EXPERIENCE, 
APOCALYPSE REPRESENTS THE REVEALING 
OF THE TRUE NATURE OF THINGS. IT USHERS 
IN AN ERA OF FORGOTTEN FREEDOMS AND 
UNPRECEDENTED CLARITY. THIS “LIFTING OF THE 
ҮНІ” WILL SET US FREE FROM THE MISERY THAT 
HAS BEEN THE RESULT OF OUR IGNORANCE. 
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What is going on in Japan at this moment, especially 


concerning people’s agony and struggle, is not merely 


a situation particular to the nation-state in the 
East, but a new phase of human history. It embodies 
a new form of managing catastrophe and an unpre 
dented opening of history, which could lead to almost 
y possible path: i.e., beginning of the end of hu- 
manity, advent of a global regime of atomic capital- 
ism, or the moment for the people to end capitalist/ 
nation/state by building a new planetary association. 
While the Japanese government is seeking desperately 
to sustain its sovereignty, it is revealing its incapacity 
to solve the problems of refugees and nuclear disaster, 
and in addition the national economy is falling into 
the abyss. Meanwhile the people are beginning to mo- 
bilize for de-nuke actions, which involve innumerable 
and themes: labor, everyday life (reproduc- 
tion), anti-capitalism, anti 
building (...). But many of us in Japan and elsewhere 


scism, refugees’ commune 


feel that the struggles might last indefinitely toward 
the unknown future, as the calamity is expected to last 
unforeseeable length of time. The situation in Japan 
has opened the door for a new phase of global class 
struggle under unprecedentedly difficult conditio 
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WHY THE REVOLUTION 


MUST START IN AMERICA 
BY CHRIS HEDGES 


The unrest in the Middle East, the 
convulsions in Ivory Coast, the hunger 
sweeping across failed states such as 
Somalia, the freak weather patterns 
and the systematic unraveling of the 
American empire do not signal a lurch 
towards freedom and democracy but the 
catastrophic breakdown of globaliza- 
tion. The world as we know it is coming 
to an end. And what will follow will not 
be pleasant or easy. 

The bankrupt corporate power elite, who 
continue to serve the dead ideas of unfet- 
tered corporate capitalism, globalization, 
profligate consumption and an economy 
lependent on fossil fuels, as well as end- 
less war, have proven incapable of radically 
shifting course or responding to our altered 
reality. They react to the great unraveling 
xy pretending it is not happening. They are 
lesperately trying to maintain a doomed 
system of corporate capitalism. And the 
worse it gets the more they embrace, and 
seek to make us embrace, magical think- 
ing. Dozens of members of Congress in the 
United States have announced that climate 
:hange does not exist and evolution is a 
10ax. They chant the mantra that the mar- 
ketplace should determine human behav- 
or, even as the unfettered and unregulated 
marketplace threw the global economy into 
1 seizure and evaporated some $40 trillion 
n worldwide wealth. The corporate media 
'etreats as swiftly from reality into endless 
nini-dramas revolving around celebrities 
or long discussions about the inane com- 
nents of a Donald Trump ora Sarah Palin. 
l'he real world - the one imploding in our 
aces - is ignored. 

The deadly convergence of environmen- 
al and economic catastrophe is not coin- 
idental. Corporations turn everything, 
rom human beings to the natural world, 
nto commodities they ruthlessly exploit 
intil exhaustion or death. The race of 
loom is now between environmental col- 
apse and global economic collapse. Which 
vill get us first? Or will they get us at the 
ате time? 

Carbon emissions continue to soar up- 
yard, polar ісе sheets continue to melt at an 
darming rate, hundreds of species are van- 
shing, fish stocks are being dramatically de- 
jleted, droughts and floods are destroying 





cropland and human habitat across the 
globe, water sources are being poisoned, and 
the great human migration from coastlines 
and deserts has begun. As temperatures 
continue to rise huge parts ofthe globe will 
become uninhabitable. The continued re- 
lease of large quantities of methane, some 
scientists have warned, could actually as- 
phyxiate the human species. And accom- 
panying the assault on the ecosystem that 
sustains human life is the cruelty and stu- 
pidity of unchecked corporate capitalism. 
that is creating а global economy of masters 
andserfs and a world where millions will be 
unable to survive. 

We continue to talk about personali- 
ties - Ronald Reagan, Bill Clinton, George 
W. Bush and Barack Obama or Stephen 
Harper - although the heads of state and 
elected officials have become largely irrel- 
evant. Corporate lobbyists write the bills. 
Lobbyists get them passed. Lobbyists 
make sure you get the money to be elect- 
ed. And lobbyists employ you when you get 
out of office. Those who hold actual power 
are the tiny elite who manage the corpora- 
tions. The share of national income of the 
top 0.1 percent of Americans since 1974 
has grown from 2.7 to 12.3 percent. One 
in six American workers may be without a 
job. Some 40 million Americans may live 
in poverty, with tens of millions more liv- 
ing іп a category called “near poverty.” Six 
million people may be forced from their 
homes in the United States because of 
foreclosures and bank repossessions. But 
while the masses suffer, Goldman Sachs, 
one of the financial firms most responsible 
for the evaporation of $17 trillion in wages, 
savings and wealth of small investors and 
shareholders in the United States, is giddily 
handing out $17.5 billion in compensation 
to its managers, including $12.6 million to 
its CEO, Lloyd Blankfein. 

The massive redistribution of wealth 
happened because lawmakers and public 
officials were, in essence, hired to permit 
it to happen. It was not a conspiracy. The 
process was transparent. It did not require 
the formation of a new political party or 
movement. It was the result of inertia by 
our political and intellectual class, which 
in the face of expanding corporate power 
found it personally profitable to facilitate 
it or look the other way. The armies of lob- 
byists, who write the legislation, bankroll 
political campaigns and disseminate pro- 
paganda, have been able to short-circuit 
the electorate. 


Our political vocabulary continues to 
sustain the illusion of participatory de- 
mocracy. The Democrats and the Liberal 
Party in Canada offer minor palliatives 
and a feel-your-pain language to mask the 
cruelty and goals of the corporate state. 
Neofeudalism will be cemented into place 
whether it is delivered by Democrats and 
the Liberals, who are pushing us there at 
60 miles an hour, or by Republicans and 
the Conservatives, who are barreling to- 
ward it at 100 miles an hour. 

“By fostering an illusion among the pow- 
erless classes that it can make their in- 
terests a priority,” Sheldon Wolin writes, 
“the Democratic Party pacifies and there- 
by defines the style of an opposition party 
in an inverted totalitarian system.” The 
Democrats and the Liberals are always able 
to offer up a least-worst alternative while, 
in fact, doing little or nothing to thwart the 
march toward corporate collectivism. 

It is not that the public in the United 
States does not want a good healthcare sys- 
tem, programs that provide employment, 
quality public education or an end to Wall 
Street's looting of the U.S. Treasury. Most 
polls suggest Americans do. But it has be- 
come impossible for most citizens in these 
corporate states to find out what is happen- 
ingin the centers of power. Television news 
celebrities dutifully present two opposing 
sides to every issue, although each side is 
usually lying. The viewer can believe what- 
ever he or she wants to believe. Nothing is 
actually elucidated or explained. The sound 
bites by Republicans or Democrats, the 
Liberals or the Conservatives, are accepted 
at face value. And once the television lights 
are turned off, the politicians go back to the 
business of serving business. 

Human history, rather than being a 
chronicle of freedom and democracy, is 
characterized by ruthless domination. Our 
elites have done what all elites do. They 
have found sophisticated mechanisms to 
thwart popular aspirations, disenfranchise 
the working and increasingly the middle 
class, keep us passive and make us serve 
their interests. The brief democratic open- 
ing in our society in the early 20th centu- 
ry, made possible by radical movements, 
unions anda vigorous press, has again been 
shut tight. We were mesmerized by politi- 
cal charades, cheap consumerism, spec- 
tacle and magical thinking as we were 
ruthlessly stripped of power. 

Adequate food, clean water and basic se- 
curity are now beyond the reach of half 





һе world's population. Food prices have 
isen 61 percent globally since December 
2008, according to the International 
Monetary Fund. The price of wheat has 
»xploded, more than doubling in the last 
sight months to $8.56 a bushel. When half 
Xf your income is spent on food, as it is in 
'ountries such as Yemen, Egypt, Tunisia, 
Somalia and Ivory Coast, price increases 
of this magnitude bring with them wide- 
;pread malnutrition and starvation. Food 
rices in the United States have risen over 
he past three months at an annualized 
'ate of five percent. There are some 40 
nillion poor in the United States who de- 
rote 35 percent of their after-tax incomes 
о pay for food. As the cost of fossil fuel 
‘limbs, as climate change continues to dis- 
‘upt agricultural production and as popu- 
ations and unemployment swell, we will 
ind ourselves convulsed in more global 
ind domestic unrest. Food riots and polit- 
cal protests will be frequent, as will mal- 
mtrition and starvation. Desperate people 
'mploy desperate measure to survive. And 
he elites will use the surveillance and se- 
‘urity state to attempt to crush all forms 
f popular dissent. 

The last people who should be in charge 
№ our food supply or our social and po- 
itical life, not to mention the welfare of 
ick children, are corporate capitalists 
ind Wall Street speculators. But none of 
his is going to change until we turn our 
'acks on the wider society, denounce the 
rthodoxies рей ей in our universities 
ind in the press by corporate apologists 
imd construct our opposition to the cor- 
porate state from the ground up. It will 
iot be easy. It will take time. And it will 
equire us to accept the status of social 
ind political pariahs, especially as the lu- 
atic fringe of our political establishment 
teadily gains power as the crisis mounts. 
Гһе corporate state has nothing to offer 
heleft or the right but fear. It uses fear to 
urn the population into passive accom- 
lices. And as long as we remain afraid, 
r believe that the formal mechanisms of 
ower can actually bring us real reform, 
го пе will change. 

It does not matter, as writers such as 
'ohn Ralston Saul have pointed out, that 
very one of globalism's promises has 
urned out to be a lie. It does not matter 
hat economic inequality has gotten worse 
ind that most of the world's wealth has be- 
ome concentrated in a few hands. It does 





not matter that the middle class - the 
beating heart of any democracy - is disap- 
pearing and that the rights and wages of 
the working class have fallen into precip- 
itous decline as labor regulations, protec- 
tion of our manufacturing base and labor 
unions have been demolished. It does not 
matter that corporations have used the 
destruction of trade barriers as a mecha- 
nism for massive tax evasion, a technique 
thatallows conglomerates such as General 
Electric or Bank of America to avoid pay- 
ingany taxes. It does not matter that cor- 
porations are exploiting and killing the 
ecosystem for profit. The steady barrage 
of illusions disseminated by corporate 
systems of propaganda, in which words 
are often replaced with music and images, 
are impervious to truth. Faith in the mar- 
ketplace replaces for many faith in an om- 
nipresent God. And those who dissent are 
banished as heretics. 

The aim of the corporate state is not to 
feed, clothe or house the masses but to 
shift all economic, social and political 
power and wealth into the hands of the 
tiny corporate elite. It is to create a world 
where the heads of corporations make 
$900,000 an hour and four-job families 
struggle to survive. The corporate elite 
achieves its aims of greater and great- 
er profit by weakening and dismantling 
government agencies and taking over or 
destroying public institutions. Charter 
schools, mercenary armies, a for-profit 
health insurance industry and outsourc- 
ing every facet of government work, from 
clerical tasks to intelligence, feed the cor- 
porate beast at our expense. The deci- 
mation of labor unions, the twisting of 
education into mindless vocational train- 
ingand the slashing of social services leave 
us ever more enslaved to the whims of cor- 
porations. The intrusion of corporations 
into the public sphere destroys the concept 
of the common good. It erases the lines be- 
tween public and private interests. It cre- 
ates a world that is defined exclusively by 
naked self-interest. 

Many of us are seduced by childish hap- 
py talk. Who wants to hear that we are 
advancing not toward a paradise of hap- 
py consumption and personal prosperity 
but toward disaster? Who wants to con- 
front a future in which the rapacious and 
greedy appetites of our global elite, who 
have failed to protect the planet, threaten 
to produce widespread anarchy, famine, 


environmental catastrophe, nuclear ter- 
rorism and wars for diminishing resourc- 
es? Who wants to shatter the myth that 
the human race is evolving morally, that 
it can continue its giddy plundering of 
nonrenewable resources and its hedonis- 
tic levels of consumption, that capitalist 
expansion is eternal and will never cease? 

Dying civilizations often prefer hope, 
even absurd hope, to truth. It makes life 
easier to bear. It lets them turn away from 
the hard choices ahead to bask in a com- 
forting certitude that God or science or 
the market will be their salvation. This is 
why these apologists for globalism con- 
tinue to find a following. And their sys- 
tems of propaganda have built a vast, 
global Potemkin village to entertain us. 
The tens of millions of impoverished 
Americans, whose lives and struggles 
rarely make it onto television, are invis- 
ible. So are most of the world's billions 
of poor, crowded into fetid slums. We do 
not see those who die from drinking con- 
taminated water or being unable to afford 
medical care. We do not see those being 
foreclosed from their homes. We do not 
see the children who go to bed hungry. We 
busy ourselves with the absurd. 

The game is over. We lost. The corpo- 
rate state will continue its inexorable ad- 
vance until two-thirds of the nation and 
the planet is locked into a desperate, per- 
manent underclass. Most of us will strug- 
gle to make a living while the Blankfeins 
and our political elites wallow in the dec- 
adence and greed of the Forbidden City 
and Versailles. These elites do not have a 
vision. They know only one word: more. 
They will continue to exploit the nation, 
the global economy and the ecosystem. 
And they will use their money to hide in 
gated compounds when it all implodes. Do 
not expect them to take care of us when it 
starts to unravel. We will have to take care 
of ourselves. We will have to rapidly create 
small, monastic communities where we 
can sustain and feed ourselves. It will be 
up to us to keep alive the intellectual, mor- 
al and culture values the corporate state 
has attempted to snuff out. Itis eitherthat 
or become drones and serfs ina global cor- 
porate dystopia. It is not much of a choice. 
But at least we still have one. 

Chris Hedges is a Pulitzer Prize winning author and former 
international correspondent for the New York Times. His 


latest book is The World As It Is: Dispatches on the Myth 
of Human Progress. 
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THE END OF HISTORY HAS 
BECOME THE END OF MAN 
IN ANY HUMANIST SENSE. 
THE ONLY TASK THAT |" 
STILL SEEMS TO RETAIN - 
. SOME SERIOUSNESS IS 
THE ASSUMPTION OF . 
THE BURDEN — AND T 
‘TOTAL MANAGEMENT’ 
OF BIOLOGICAL LIFE, 
THAT IS, OF THE VERY 


exandre Kojéve 


More then 30,000 people have 
been murdered execution-style 
in Mexico's drug war since 2006. 
The gruesome discovery in April 
of two mass graves containing 
over 300 bodies has convinced 
many analysts that Mexico has 
slid into a full-blown narcotics- 





fueled civil war. 


- ты 
Cpl. Jeremy Morlock gives a thumbs up after sport killing the Afghan teen at his feet. 

Confessions by soldiers of war crimes, including murdering Afghan civilians for fun and 
keeping body parts as trophies, has prompted only muted reaction in the United States. 











A Klee painting named Angelus Novus shows an angel looking as though he is about to move away from something he is 
fixedly contemplating. His eyes are staring, his mouth is open, his wings are spread. This is how one pictures the angel 
of history. His face is.turned toward thé past. Where we perceive a chain of events, he sees one single catastrophe which 
keeps piling wreckage upon wreckage and huels it in front of his feet. The angel would like to stay, awaken the dead 
and make whole what has been smashed. But a storm is blowing from Paradise; it has got caught in his wings with such 
violence that the angel can no longer close them. The storm irresistibly propels him into the future to which his back is 
turned, while the pile of debris before him grows skyward. This storm iswhat we call progress. 





































































jean. readers, 

2 Ном are you? 

- Wer ve spent the last month, like everyone, wondering what 
the.hell happened after that terrible week when everything 
collapsed. But:we regrouped, and now we're back ... and forging 
‚ahead as best we can. 

“Мо: st of us. are still in shock, trying our best to move from 
anger/depression toward some kind of acceptance. But what does 
$ mea о Бе ап adbuster in a world without ads; a culture 
іше: When there's по consumer culture left to jam? Well, we. 
put. о the word that we were working on a post crash issue, | 
and the Word spread. And the letters started flooding in, 

from all over the world. This issue is a compilation of your 
poignant; freaky, angry thoughts. Like us, you are starting to 
Ead of. this crazy new world. 

id back now ón “the good old days,” ав the era before 511.27 
18 Е referred to, it sure feels like we activists 
did protest too much. We were always anti-everything and pro 
very little. We kept on saying, “A New World Is Possible," but. 
we didn't. have the vision and guts to build it. I remember how 
just about every. “progressive” magazine I read before the crash 
«мав stuffed full of lefty whining, without a single action or 
& solution. proposed. 

, everyone here is raking over the ashes of history. А few 
8 Sparks are unie around saying: "Fuck yow: postmortem. 


OK, so capitalism crashed. 


The megacorps we hated so much are gone, and you can't buy а 
can of Coke anymore. 
So what's your problem? Isn't this the world we always dreamed 
about? Isn't this what we were fighting for all along?” 
These fired-up young anarchists will be our new leaders. They 
have an almost pathological, taboo-like disgust for the old 
world and — Coke or no Coke — they’re determined to never 
let it rise again. The price was too high, for all of us, for 
everything. Their world is about bioregions, true-cost farming, 
keeping every corporation on a very tight leash and building 
a new-media that delivers truth. And they swear they'11 never 
again let national governments or global institutions tell them 
` what they can or cannot до in their communities. 
We'll try to put out another issue before Christmas. Keep your 
, letters and stories rolling in. We've just had a collective 
‹ near-death experience, but with it has come a powerful new urge 
to ‚ Every day, more and more of us are finding something. 
д чеку. DU very concréte to fight for and maybe, even, to die 
for. That old Situ slogan 
"iive Without Dead Time" really means. something now. 
“for. the. ‚wild, Kalle. Б 













































Shaman (4004), Alexandoe Nikolaev. 






2580; Adbusters, hope you're finally satisfied. Issue after issue you ocn the 
system | dead or dying, and now things have gone your way. So where is the revo- 
- ution? I don’t see any rainbows in the sky or people dancing in the streets. Yes, 
„` there a redistribution of wealth, or should I say a near-total elimination of it. 
But] can’t quite see how this is going to change the world in a positive way. 
Where I live the water is now undrinkable and people can’t get their medicine. 
The old guy next door was attacked and stabbed for his groceries, something once 
unheard of in my neighborhood. All of my family have lost their jobs. Living in 
fear and surviving just to get by is not a liberating experience. It kills the soul. We: 
ill survive, trust me, but not by reading Adbusters. It’s kinda ironic: you mo- | 
о see the big day but. now. have nothing to say. I шы to love your little 
Now Jour те Ше spoof ad. - 2 ; 


















































Dear Editors, 

Before the crash | was a psychologist. 
Given the excruciating demands for 
survival now, private practice has turned 
into public practice. What else is there to 
do but pitch in? 


Beyond the necessity of developing workable food 
and sanitation systems, I'd say our most pressing 
problem is psychological. When people's belief 
in immunity from catastrophe is stripped, the first 
reaction is to look to the outside world for help; 
the realization that none is coming can catalyze 
: unbearable abandonment. And with it, anger at God. 

= craved to;seé (һе heart of the rec wanted to see the Paralyzing grief. The revival of chil dood separation 

- consumers pay. You ‘wouldn't believe how bad the stink is. anxieties. Numbing. Panic. Preoccupation with 
_ There's still people leaving any way they can. death. And, for some, total breakdown. Thankfully, 
Abandoned cars were everywhere, even ditched onthe the breakdowns have been rolling, touching in 
ireeways; where people were walking around the stalled | on different families like a random plague. In the 
гай and trying to laugh ‘off the hot sun, rummaging beginning many of the older and already-sick folks 


a = died, | presume, from fright. | lost my father. 
around i in the vehicles for treasures left behind Ive been working round the clock. Last moon | finaily 


batteries; ; bulbs, a pack of cigarettes ... But just think, got beyond seat-of-the-pants emergency response 
^; 10 more road rage. and set up а network of "psychic nurses." We now 
‘Across ‘hie flat, dry horizon I saw the blue smoke of have a cadre of 89 serving our community of 15,000, | 
cookfites trail up from rooftops, and clotheslines hung their skills varying from pastoral counseling and 


building to building i RENT array. Срем Twelve Steps to “being а mother.” 1 
| keep ruminating about how it must have been for 


our ancestors in the Ice Age when --ІїКе 15, against 
all odds - everyone was challenged to make survival ` 
happen. We are struggling to make it work: 

Sincerely, Dr. Sasha White, 

Chimayo, NM 








: Sout Lake Tahoe, CA 
The sun is shining, I’m lying back on my rear 
deck, shaded by a giant pine, drinking home- 
grown apple juice. I love how the tables have 
turned. I’m happy because I'm not coming down off 
any of the perpetual highs that most everyone's 
been riding for the past many years. Of the 
grid, I wasn't addicted to constant rush, the 
24-hour news cycle and constant email and text 
messages. I didn't miss primetime TV or the 
surrogate emotions of the big screen. Genuinely 
hooked on nature, I'm not withdrawing from 
any of the toxic psychiatric meds. Nor am I 
scrambling to keep cafeine and nicotine coursing 
through my. body. Last week when I took a trip 
to the city, I saw a whole society unable to. 
“maintain its multisensory dependencies. Perhaps 
the masses will shake off their addictions and 
realize just.how indulgent, wired. and hoodwinked 
gem have become. Maybe then ме can get back to 
* being nice tó.each;other. Either way; т! m: (Happy: 5 
“Ellen: Harding, Салинас вс Ў 


























Futility (2005), Wes Magyar. 


Explanations for the collapse cannot be summed up ina single idea or 
one catastrophic event. The truth lies somewhere deeper down. What 
went wrong started going wrong a long time ago, perhaps as far back as 
the start of our evolution as human beings, certainly at the start of our 
own cultural evolution. Deep in the recesses of our minds and societies, 
there exist structures that govern our ways of thinking and being. Thes 

_ Structures, built over centuries as a dialectic between inner mind an 
outer world, have a destructive power that still remains hidde 


























-Lonce knew a man who couldn't read. When 1 saw him sitting on the sidewalk 
egging for money, his blue eyes Were always trained on a flower or a hird. 
Without moving his lips, he conversed with everything around him. As | passed, 
:he’d look up, smile and say something like “today the rain shall wash the world 
- „of sorrow.” People thought he was mad, but | ached to communicate with the 
_ world the way he did. | thought he was a genius. = 
i Just for curiosity's sake, 1 watched myself read a book in front of the mirror 
- yesterday. My eyes twitched left to right as if 1 were possessed. | made each 
` word on the page into а sound that | heard inside my head. And as | did it, 
my lips moved up and down reflexively, like a ventriloquist's dummy. 
۱ Philosophers and scientists split the human psyche into left and right - 
the yin and yang of the East, the masculine and feminine of the West. я 
‘The right brain is mystical, spiritual, emotional. The left is calculating, rational, 
‘analytical. Whenever you read, the left side takes over. 
2 The first book ever written in our Semitic alphabet was the Old Testament. 
It was a book of rules, a book with the Ten Commandments. Somewhere in that 
- first text from on high was a message: nature was now beneath the absratet 
world of code. The world of code contained the word of God. 
Taht code became the brikcs and mortar of our civilization, a civliziation 
of readers, knowers, data crunchers and human processors. We became 
saturated in letters, in the alhapbet. It wasn't obvoius before the “knoewldge 
economy” arrived, but once it did, the satration accleraeted. With our fingers 
on the keys and our eyes on the screens, we both tochued and vewied letetrs all 
«day long. Traveling to and form the office, we wnadreed through a juglne of ad 
slogans, all demanding our attention, all decoded on sihgt. 
How mnay trillions of lettres did | look at? (First, I turn them into sounds, 
7 then into wrods, and finally, into menaing.) | don’t konw. But there’s something 
frighteningly inhmuan about the prcoess. Our brains were bmboarded with the 
«same 26 letters, over, and over, and oevr again. Did we really expect our way 
> thikning wulodn't change? i. - E 
Thürogh txet, our mnids wree tinasforemd form oarl to viasul. And ай the 
wilhe, the rghit sdie of our biarn gerw dtusy wtih neglect, and the Ifet sdie 
eamce knig. By the end, we were mree slvaes to an albeaphtic. mstaer. : 
aht is how it hppaened. Taħt is why, weheenvr | cnofornt my emetpinss - * 
thsee dyas, 1 see 26 leettrs satirng beak at те. We wnet form oarl, to lietral, 








‚ Timothy Querengesser. 




















“| was іп the middle of a PhD 

in eco-nomics when the 

crash hit. So | remember 
watching firsthand as my profs 
defended their ideology until 
the severity of the economic 
meltdown made their 
proclamations embarrassingly 
comical. Before the university 
officially closed, | walked 
away. There was no point 
carrying on with the charade. 

| was never certain | would get back home, 
but thanks to a few Good Samaritans and a 
healthy dose of serendipity, | made it. And 
оп account of my.academic background, 

| was immediately asked to join a group of 
(оса! community leaders who were trying 
“to configure an alternative economy. It 

was ‘damage control, really. We wanted 

to protect ourselves from the more 
catastrophic effects of the collapse. . 





“God said to be fruitful and multiply and 







Due to patchy supply lines and the end 
of cheap long-haul transport, we knew 
we would have to be more self-sufficient 
and distinguish needs from wants. Food 
was an obvious starting point. We only 
have minimal capacity to import food 
so we got all the local farmers to agree 
that no food will leave the community 
until local needs have been met. Other 
resources are kept local through the 
formal bartering network we have 
established. We buy cooperatively even 
though it means fighting over how long 
we use particular items. We recycle so 


much that we rarely use the term “waste.” 


Almost everything holds value. And it's 
been a struggle, but | think I've managed 
to convince people to loan each other 
resources without charging interest. 

The way | see it, no one should profit off 
someone else without laboring for it. And 
I'm not alone. The sacred texts of Jews, 
Christians and Muslims all condemn the 
charging of interest. 


Now that we're slowly getting to our 
feet, we've put feelers out to other 
communities to see what they're doing. 
Many of them are excited by our 


BY JOSHUA WILLEY 






prescriptions and have asked us for. 
advice. We may try to create regional 
alliances. But as the new economy grows, 


. well fight to ensure that our original ` 


vision is never abandoned. We're taking 
full responsibility for our economy now 
that governments and corporations. have 
dropped the ball. It's not easy. We don't.» 
always agree and not all-of our ideas _ 
have worked. The new economy involves = 
a considerable degres of sacrifice, but 
people are used to sacrifice: now. Were 
committed to creating а sustainable, 
holistic, human-scale economy designed 
for the long term. "Бе built on the 
model of a true-cost market in which ве‘ 
price of every product tells the ecological 
truth. Progress will be measured by our. 
social and environmental well-being 

as well as the sum of how much we 
produce and consume. Our waterways, 
forests and grasslands will be valued as 
natural capital that does not need to Бе. 
harvested to be worth something, And 
we'll restore the historical, taboo against 
charging interest. 


This time we simply have to get it right. * 
Janneken Drange 1 


ям 


THE МЕМ GENERATION 15 
LEAVING NOTHING ТО CHANC 






















replenish the earth, remember.” Eli's 
mother, out of a combination of boredom 
and newfound feelings of either religious 
fervor or a not so subliminal need to 5 
on her genotype, had taken to debriefing 
him on his failure, after thirty-some years, 
16 impregnate а female and rear а youth. 
“The earth seems pretty fucking 
- replenished to me, Cheyenne.” There . 
was a point, indistinct now, at which he 
` ceased (оса! her Mom. It was а constant 








“If the earth is so replenished then where ^ 


is everybody, huh? Answer me that.” 
That was a rebuttal he couldn't readi 
deny. From where he'sat yelling ) 
and forth with her, оп the smooth steps. 
leading up to the front door, h 
see any human beings. Fürthermoi 
could identify precious little int 
of evidence of their existence: 
the dirt road leading to his hom 
spattering of barbed wire fences 
guard; the rest was completely: 
to human invention: Не is Hi 



























‘Don't talk to me about China. That's got 
nothing to do with it.” 


‘You asked where everybody was,” һе 
whispered to himself, cleaning the dirt 
гот beneath his fingernails with an 
sxtraordinarily thick pine needle. The 
clouds sped by like flying saucers, 
completely devoid of moisture, heading 
2ast. Propelled by some unseen but 
tresistible force he stood, jumped into 
һе air, clicked his boots and landed at 
һе bottom of the steps. He walked to the 
ruck and opened the door. Standing with 
115 hand on the frame he paused to look 
засК at the house. The familiarity of the 
sight made it somehow less real. Up above, 
ле saw a floating circle of ravens a mile to 
һе west, atop a butte crested with shiny 
olack lava rock. He got in the truck, turned 
t over, put it into gear, and kicking up dust 
зебіпа him, revved down the road, closing 
һе open door with the force of the bump 
crossing over the cattle guard. He drove 
without braking until he hit the pavement, 
where he stopped and looked both ways 
»efore turning left, accelerating to 60 miles 
oer hour, then coasting to 20 and turning 
eft again, onto another dirt road. 


Stunned, he slammed on the brakes harder 
han necessary and the truck skidded to 
a halt on the loose, arid, gravel surface. A 
cluster of men walked toward him, maybe 
en. Recovering himself, he veered to the 





right side of the road and rolled slowly until 
they were close enough for him to notice 
the poor condition of their clothes and the 
darkness of their skin. 


“Неу man, what do you call it here?" Тһе 
only individual wearing a hat spoke with а 
Mexican accent. 


"Well, there is no here, here, really." Eli 
laughed slightly, recalling Gertrude Stein's 
observations about Oakland, but they 
all just starred at him, having come to 
congregate around the driver-side window 
on which he was resting his arm. He 
assumed a serious expression and pointed 
across himself. “That there is called Fox 
Butte, and the paved road you're about to 
hit, we call it 18, or else China Hat. This here 
road don't have a name, far as | know.” 


“Which way is the city?” asked a wild-eyed 
man with a strange discoloration on his 
forehead. Eli starred at him for a moment, 
realizing he was a white man, the only one 
in the group, and that his boots were not 
worn nearly to the extent of the rest. “Or 
ain't you from around here?” 


“Ah, well, depends which city, or what you'd 
classify as a city | guess, but seen as you're 
on foot, you'd better go left, that'll take you 
in. Go right and it might be a week before 
you see anything much more than, well, 
what you seeing right now.” He noticed 
they hadn't any packs, and carried nothing 
at all in their hands. 


“What makes you so sure we're on foot?” 
said the man with the hat. 


“Well ...” Eli stumbled over the word. The 
others laughed. 


“Just fucking with you man, of course we 
оп foot.” He took off his hat and wiped his 
sleeve across his forehead. 


“What're y'all doing out here?" Eli asked. 


“Looking for work. You?" said the white 
man. 


“This is where I'm from” Eli answered, with 
a note of pride in his voice that surprised 
and then amused him. 


“Here?” asked the man with the hat, 
pointing at the ground. 


“Well, down the road, | guess.” Eli wiped his 
sleeve across his forehead. 


“Down this road?” The man with the hat 
pointed where the men had come from. 


“No, no.” Eli pointed past them, to the east, 
where he had come from. 


"| see.” The man with the hat continued to 
look at him, while the rest of the men looked 
either where Eli had pointed or else at the 
ground, the sky, the butte. Eli stuck out his 
lower lip, a gesture he considered friendly, 
optimistic but at the same admitting of 
great suffering and defeat. “Tobacco” he 
thought suddenly. He reached quickly for 
his glove box and saw the men start. 










"Tobacco?" пе sang as he opened the latch 
and took outa tin:of long cut. “Would any of 

_ you like а dip?" He could see immediately 
he had won them. 


“We are many, we wouldn’t want to leave 
you without” said the man with the hat, as 
he placed it back on his head. 


"Мо, no, it's ok, | have another tin, at home.” 


“Wah, mucho gusto, thank you, it's been 
awhile.” Eli tossed him the tin as one tosses 
a Frisbee, it was nearly full, and he packed 
it, took a pinch and passed it on. Everyone 
took, except the man-with the mark on his 
> forehead. When it was returned to him, Eli 
could feel by shaking it that there was a 
‘pinch left, so he took it. Everyone was quiet 
for a moment, and he became suddenly 
conscious that his truck was still running, 
had been running all along, running loud, 
seemed to him. He felt bad, felt that maybe 
it was insulting to the men, who seemingly 
had been walking so long, that someone 
lucky enough to Науе а truck would just 
let it idle like that, especially with the gas 
prices being what they are, but then again, 
they might not even know about gas prices, 
since they weren't driving, and anyway he 
had given them the long cut, and they 
obviously appreciated that. He spat. Some 
о the men began to move іп the direction 
of a tree, beneath which they sat, spitting. 


“Well, amigo" said the man with the hat. 


“Good luck to you,” Eli said ав he looked 
him in the eye, briefly, and then at the tree 
beneath which the group was reforming, 
“all of you.” 


“So long,” said the white man. 


“So long,” Eli echoed, and he rolled slowly 
down the road, carefully, so as not to stir 
too much dust. He looked back at them 
through the rearview mirror. The man with 
the hat had joined the others, and last 
Eli could see, was stretching out fully on 
the ground. He imagined bringing them 
all home, all piling into the truck bed; he 
imagined the shock on Cheyenne's face 
as he asked her if there was any Country 
Time lemonade mix in the house. As the 
road wound upward and rounded a curve, 
he caught another accidental glimpse of 
the ravens, and this time he had a better 
idea of their exact location. At the top of 
the rise he turned left and the new road, 
harrowing, dropped steeply into a small 
bowl that was once a lake before the ісе 
age. Не Пай to floor it to make it up the 
other side, at which point the road curved 
sharply right; and began to round the 
rested butte. On the south face was 








a large hollow, created by volcanism or 
maybe by mining, he thought. A bright red 
slide reached up to the lava cliffs which sat 
on top like a hat. At the bottom of the slide 
he could see a scattered pile of junk; the 
tavens were nearly directly overhead. He 
parked the truck and got out, leaving the 
door open as he walked up to the pile. He 
looked it over, hands in his back pockets, 
and spat. 


There was the typical washing machine on 
top of an ATV trailer which looked like it 
might have a couple good tires on it; hed 
have to see about that. There was a baby 
swimming pool, purple plastic with sea 
horses and octopi painted on the sides 
(though the sea creatures had somewhat 
human features he thought, which made 
them grotesque, scary, not at all suited for 
children, or at least for his children, if he 
ever had any, and he spat, again thinking 
of his mother). There was misshapen 
cardboard, bits of tire, tarp, wooden 
handles for rakes or hoes or something of 
the sort, a stack of plastic bins on plastic 
rollers, a pair of iron hay hooks which 
looked as though they had once been 
painted red, He thought of how, when he 
worked for the fire department, they had 
painted everything red like that, with cheap 
spray paint that vanished after a few years. 
At the center of the pile, a mattress leaned 
against something, obscured behind it. It 
was the most disgusting mattress he had 
ever seen, He thought it could be Satan's 
mattress, if Satan had a mattress. He 
wondered if Satan slept, and for that matter 
If God slept, and then he remembered how 
Cheyenne had told him he was devilish 
when he slept too late into the day and 
that likely Satan slept a lot but God hardly 
at all. Shotgun cartridges were scattered 
everywhere, red and green, matching the 
red of the cinders against the green of the 
trees, like Christmas. He spat and walked 
back to the truck, 


Reaching behind the seat, he took out the 
Marlin M444 5-shot rifle and the little Navajo 
leather pouch full of bullets. He closed the 
door and put the gun and ammunition on 
the hood; then he waded through the junk 
to the ATV trailer and began kicking the 
tires. They were still good, sure enough. 
He walked back to the truck and jumped 
up into the bed, opened the toolbox and 
removed a wrench. The first tire came off 
easy, but there was weight resting on the 
second, so he had to block it up before 
he could get it off. The other two tires 
were shot, literally. He rolled his loot to the 
truck and tossed it into the bed, spitting 


out his dry dip as he returned to the gu 
and loaded it. First he shot the washin 
machine, and as the boom echoed o 
the slide and the lava cliffs, he heard th 
ravens yelling and scattering out of sit 
maybe taking to the trees, covered. Th 
second shot he sent into the mattres 
which muffled the sound somewhat, thoug 
a thin trail of dust or smoke slipped го 
one of the tears. He shot it again, and th 
time it returned the sound of a ricoche 
and again a trail of what he was now sut 
was smoke escaped from the top. He sh 
the washing machine a few more times an 
reloaded. 


For weeks he had felt a scream buildin 
inside him, a balloon of undirected an 
objectless aggression that yearned t 
manifest itself in the fresh air. He aimed : 
the mattress and screamed at the ор: 
his lungs, emptying the rifle. The screar 
shots, and ricochets echoed violently o 
the butte, off the trees, even off the truc 
and then suddenly the mattress burst in! 
flame. Eli blinked in disbelief, and then h 
heart raced. 


He looked around and rushed th 
weapon back to its place behind the see 
meanwhile the flame grew as the enti 
mattress caught fire. He thought he coul 
race home and get a fire extinguishe 
then thought about the dirt, and grabbin 
what looked like the rusted lid of a met 
barrel, began to furiously shovel dirt in! 
the blaze. As soon as he saw the flame 
begin to catch surrounding junk on fire, h 
decided he had better build a line aroun 
it, isolate it so it would burn itself out. Usin 
the same implement, he raked the jun 
away from the mattress as best he coul 
moving counterclockwise around it. He we 
telieved to see that the object the mattres 
leaned against was a just a boulder, n 
flammable to a fire of this heat. He meant : 
run around to continue his line on the oth 
side, but stopped dead in his tracks as | 
saw, laid flat on the cinders behind tt 
rock, the body of a man, eyes open, clothe 
torn, without shoes, recently deceased. Tt 
ravens flashed in his mind, then the men + 
had met on the road. He felt ill, the flavor: 
the chewing tobacco turning against him 
his stomach. He blinked hard and, feelir 
the heat of the fire, jumped over the corps 
to finish blocking the spread of the blaze 


Since the crash, Joshua Willey is writing a novel abc 
hitchhiking, proparing to translate a Chinese novel ir 
English, and moving furniture for money. 

















А 
TIP? BRESERVE FOOD USING NATURAL 
INGREDIENTS: FOR FISH, RUB PLENTY OF 
SALT INTO IT; FOR VEGETABLES, BOIL THEM 
IN WATER WITH LEMON OR LIME JUICE. TO 
MAKE FISH PEMMICAN, SOFTEN COOKED 
FISH WITH YOUR HANDS, GRATE IT INTO 
POWDERY PIECES, ADD BERRIES AND OTHER 
SEASONINGS, ROLL INTO CLUMPS THE SIZE 
OF GOLF BALLS, THEN LEAVE IN THE SUN TO 
HARDEN. IT WILL REMAIN EDIBLE FOR YEARS. 





























"and you're living in a woo 


Twist some coat hangers. Got something sturdier? Well, use it. Interlock them in the 


“bottom of the can and po 


“small soup can in the big one for your fuel burner, then surround it with more sand. If 
you have liquid fuel, use an aluminum pop can. Cut the edge of the can into triangle 
shapes, then bend them into the middle of the can. That way the fuel will lick upward in 


separate flames instead of 


you can use any liquid fuel for. Steal some denatured alcohol, maybe some white gas ... 
whatever it takes. I want my cup of coffee. 
If you don’t have liquid fuel, use a regular soup can for your burner. Anything you 
2 can find to burn will work. Hell, if you have to use dung, use it: won't smell nice but it'll 


work. Just remember that 


7 this is a camp stove, boy. You'll boil water, just don’t think it'll happen in seconds. 


- Which brings us to our 


` pake an immersion heater. It's dead simple science: electricity passing through metal 
with high resistance makes heat. We're not talking wires you ripped out of a wall; were 
` looking to waste electricity and cram 
it through metal to slow itdown and get it fucking hot. 


Find a percolator with 


electricity. Any metal that 


can touch it while it’s plugged in. Your best bet will be to find a ceramic tube; even 
the neck off an old teapot would be okay. Oh yeah, water conducts electricity, too, so 


remember that it’s easy to 

Yeah yeah, it’s dangerous, 

And damn, some days I ju 
Julian Killam 





Hmmph, city boy. You want coffee or what? 

know it's cold out here, but Thaven't passed. a coffee shop. Look, I've got somé coffee 

‘that I looted from a Starbucks and Eve got a stove, so we'll boil some up right quick. 

га me that soup can— yeah the big опе... andasmallone too. ^ у 
Were going to put sand in the bottom of the big can. You know, insulation. Next 

- tinie you have а grease fire you'll appreciate it. Just pick up the stove and tip thesand 
and fire together: instant fire extinguisher. Doesn't seem brilliant now, but if it’s freezing 


(the old spring elements are common, but if you find a solid element, just mount it 
differently); That way you've got a heater to stick in any old pot of water, even ina tub 
‘of water for a bath. You can't take a bath in a percolator. - 

“Таке thie cord from the same percolator and wrap electrical tape around one end 
"of the coil and an ‘exposed erid of wire. Repeat with the other end. Main thing is, it’s 


stwant my cup of coffee now, you know? 








d lean-to, the last thing you want to do is burn it down. 


ur sand on top. Find a heavy rock for extra stability. Put the 


being a big cup just burning away. It’s the sort of thing that 


this isn’t an 80,000 ВТО, six burner range with two ovens: 


second device, our“luxury” option. If you've got electricity, 


anarrow bottom and smash it to get the heating element 


touches it will be charged. Mount it to ceramic so that you 


make a dead-funny mistake and leave yourself, well, dead. 
but] hear there's а guy a couple clicks away with a generator. 














Analog 15 back, and rightly so. Just as distant planets move along. their 

orbits and the Earth on its axis, 50 should vinyl'spin on your tur table an« 
hands spin on the face of your watch. No longer is thé digital world ‘warm’ 
enough or human enough. Four DNA bases, the synapse, 26 letters; гего 
and one. The brute, lifeless order of things has its constituent parts, but : 
the whole transcends those parts: living organisms, consciousness. Ме" ` 
can’t be blamed for wanting things to be whole again. We want to see the 
moving parts. Something we can wind up. We want to look at the orbits 

and axes on high, not the protons and electrons deep down below.: : · | 





























ITY OR NIGHTFALL? 





hat about you? Where do you draw a line 
| the sand? Where do you say, “enough 
| nough”? At what point do you stop 
ning petitions and start fighting back 
gainst a culture that is killing us all? Are 
ou so comfortable with your role in the 
dominant paradigm you are unable to see. 
‘for what it is and then act accordingly? . : 
ou willing to sit back and watch — or 
fand up and cheer — as the doublespeak 
continues from the fascists running the 
show and destroying our future? As the 
industrial economy continues to destroy 
very aspect of the living planet that we 
1d future generations of humans depend 
fo survive, are you working to preserve - 
for the unborn, or are you merely - 

| apology to them? | 








. ¿Guy McPherson. i 

















Deli Love 


The life expectancy 
of my heart in your hands 
is next to nil 


It's not that you'll break it, per se, 
It's your cholesterol caresses, 


Your kisses that inflame my gums, 
The butter words, the salami-slice sentiments. 


My heart doesn't stand a chance. 


J. Tarsier 








Sustain, Will Eling 























ear Adbusters, 
as the dependency on technology 
ıcked the meaning out of life? 

о many people in our society 
epend on phones, internet and 
omputers, it is pathetic. Are my 
vildren going to have childhood 
emories of playing outside and 
vimming, or of sitting in front of 
eir computers and televisions 
tting away? Has technology 
'ossed the line? Right now I feel 
'chnology has crossed the line 

om helpful to addicting. Watching 
sers, coworkers, friends and 

mily drop everything they are 
oing when their phone rings is 

id. Seeing them check their 
acebook statuses every hour on 
е hour is the depressing but true 
ality of our generation's addiction 
y technology. 


adison Miller 
hico, California 
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Dear Adbusters, _ 
| picked up this issue from the 
student union of my university. | 
went outside to read it. When | came 
to the article on bipolar disorder, 
| cried. A few months ago, | was 
diagnosed as being bipolar. After 
a 45-minute session and a printed 
questionnaire, the psychiatrist 
decided | was bipolar and promptly 
prescribed Abilify, Lorazepam and 
Bupropion. | took the pills for about 
a week when | decided tó read up 
“on them. | found that the effects 
of Abilify are relatively unknown 
and one can become addicted 
to Lorazepam in as little as four 
weeks. When | told my therapist 
about this, he actually was angry. 
He told me there were no grounds 
to diagnose me as bipolar and 
that dangerously little is known 
about Abilify. | had been wary of 
psychiatrists and their interactions 
with the pharmaceutical lobby, and 
my therapist confirmed this. He told 
me they were at this mental health 
facility weekly. After taking the said 
medications | attempted suicide 
four times in five months and nearly 
flunked out of college. In short, fuck 
the pharmaceutical companies, their 
lobbyists and the psychiatrists they 
lobby. They nearly killed me and 
they succeeded in killing a child. 
For doing that to a little girl, they 
deserve the worst punishment that 
society can offer. 


lan 5. 


Loe Russell 





A cultural shift is happening on university 
campuses across North America, Students are 
lining up for mental health services faster than 
they can be treated. This shift is defining a gener- 
ation and marks a profound change in the men- 
tal environment on campuses today. There was a 
time not so long ago when students used to reach 
out for help with a particular life crisis: a broken 
relationship, the death of a loved one, difficulty 
with a major decision. Today, however, students 
are complaining that their life'is the crisis, an all- 
pervasive sense of bleakness abbut themselves 
and their future that didn't exist a generation 
ago. This transition from the incidental to the to- 
tal is nothing short ofa socialized paradigm shift, 
one that has transformed higher learning froma 
space of exploration and freedom to a prison of 
the mind. Fueled by stress, anxiety, pressure and 
competition, many of today;s students are strug- 
gling not only to learn but also to survive. 


Dr. Erika Horwitz, associate director of health 
counseling services at one of Canada’s largest 
undergraduate universities, Simon Fraser, said 
the hypercompetitive environment at universi- 
ties where students are pitted against each oth- 
er in a perceived zero-sum game for fewer and 
fewer jobs, is pushing a generation of youth to 
the edge. 


“The current ideologies of success 
and beauty are unprecedented .., stu- 
dents are coming in at increasing rates, 
saying they can’t cope.” 


The upward trend of psycho trauma 
on North American campuses is doc- 
umented each year in the Association 
of University and College Counseling 
Center Directors Annual Survey. Their 
results are alarming. More than two: 
thirds of student health centers say they 
don’t have enough resources and coun: 
selors to deal with the growing numbers 
of clients. Thirty-four percent of centers 
have ongoing waitlists. The number опе 
reason for visits is anxiety, at 40 рег 
cent, followed closely by depression а 
88 percent. On top of this, dual diagno 
sis is rapidly rising with most student: 
coming in with deadly mixes of anxi 
ety, depression, body image disparitie: 
and suicidal thoughts. And all director: 
agree that the numbers are going up. 


These results indicate what happen 
when the dominant economic ideolo 
gy of the age, neoliberalism, creeps int: 
the mentality of science and arts. Th 
campus isn’t a place to study Heidegge 
anymore. Nor is it a place to query th 
relative nature of the Bohr atom, It is 
place to get a leg up on the competitior 
and competition is fierce. This is a plac 
to cheat when you can, to choose eas 
courses with easy professors, to trad 
learning for sycophancy, to deliberate 
ly ask one question per class, regardles 
of interest, for that extra participatio 


^ grade and to escape into private ап 


isolated worlds when the curve dete: 
mines only 20 percent are allowed t 
get that coveted A. Ina generation, th 
message has changed. This is not aplac 
to find your self anymore; this is not 
cultural rite of passage; this is а cultu 
al requirement. From students’ first a] 
plication signature to the day they to: 
their cap and gown, the new message 

clear: a four-year BA will not be enoug 
one foul grade could ruin your chanci 
at graduate school and consequent 
your life. This message is snuffing اه‎ 
our brightest minds. 


Darren Fleet 





WERE LOOKING FOR HOUSES TO PAINT. 


In fact, paint is an understatement. We're looking 
for homes to turn into billboards. In exchange, we'll 
pay your mortgage every month for as long as 
your house remains painted. 


Here аге a few things we're looking for. You must own 
your home. It cannot be rented or leased. We'll paint the 
entire outside of the house, minus the roof, the windows 
and any awnings. Painting will normally take three to 
five days. Your house must remain painted for at least 


three months. The term may be extended up to a year. If, for any 
reason, you decide to cancel after three months or if we cancel 
the agreement with you, we'll repaint your house back to the 
original colors. 

If you're prepared for the bright colors and stares from 
neighbors, just complete the submission form below. We review 
every submission. If your home meets our criteria, an Adzookie 
team member will contact you. 


Courtesy of Adzookie.com 
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‘ound that, in conversations with strangers, higher-status people tend 


and also to use fewer “engagement cues” - looking at the other 
ed in the Journal of Personality and Soci 


better performers on measures of such 
found that those of higher status 
t what facial expressions meant 
der and less generous. They 


A study in Psychological Science f 
to do more doodling and fidgeting 
person, laughing and nodding their heads. A 2010 paper publish 
Psychology found that “lower-class individuals" turned out to be 
“prosocial” virtues as generosity, charity and helpfulness. A third study 
were noticeably worse at assessing the emotions of others or figuring ом! 
All of which is to say, The tich are different from you and me. They are ги: 
don't get what others are thinking. And apparently they don't really care. 


‘Thomas Frank, Harper's, Feb: 2011 
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р Calling Qut overconsumption is the last taboo of late- -stage Western civilization. Talking 
about our consuming too much is simply not done in polite society, It tells us what we don't 
want to hear: that we are hooked on consumption; that we do so want to have more than ~ 
we need; that those ef us with the most wealth are self-evidently the most addicted; that 
rich addicts and their enablers push consumption to support their. own habit; that the push- 
.ers' great wealth pays the piper and calls the tune; that we are dancing to that tune toward 
the edge of a cliff; and without some singularity, some deus ex machina to effect a dramatic * 
change of scene, мете all set to overshoot and plunge off that cliff like so many lemmings. 


William R. Catton Jr. 
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Bill Emory 


EVERYTHING IS FINE. 
KEEP SHOPPING. 


DISAPPEARANCE, 


of Mean ing 
AND TRUTH 


Trustocorp submitted this piece to the Madrid Advertising Takeover 

campaign (MaSAT). In total, 106 bus shelters in Madrid were subvert 

by artists from around the globe. Each tagged their own slogan for 

riders to ponder. Outside of Spain, Trustocorp's work has positively 

Бари Montgomery, defamed the most sacred streets of New York City. 
publieadeampaign.com/masat 








LY DISNEY CONNECTS WITH 
EVERY STEP OF THE WAY. 


Disney Ad, Advertising Age, March 14, 
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How до we fight back against the in- 
cessant flow of logos, brands, slogans 
and jingles that submerge our streets, 
invade our homes and flicker on our 
screens? We could wage a counter- 
offensive at the level of content: at- 
tacking individual advertisements 
when they cross the decency line and 
become deceptive, violent or overly 
sexual. But this approach is like using 
napkins to clean up an oil spill. It fails 
to confront the true danger of adver- 
tising - which is not in its individual 
messages but in the damage done to 
our mental ecology by the sheer vol- 
ume of its flood. 


The first step to confronting advertising 
is to stop seeing it as a form of commer- 
cialized communication and start con- 
sidering it to be a kind of pollution. Think 
about the long-term mental consequences 
of seeing a Nike swoosh dozens of times a 
day from birth until death, for example, or 
whether repetitive exposure to American 
Apparel's patriarchal imagery might dam- 
age our psyches. Questions like these get 
at the heart of advertising and lead us to 
mental environmentalism. 


Concern over the cumulative psycho- 
social effects of advertisements is as old 
as advertising itself. The French novelist 
Émile Zola, to provide a notable early ex- 
ample, wrote what may be the first men- 
talenvironmentalist short story, Death by 
Advertising, in 1866. He returned to the 
theme in 1883 with the celebrated nov- 
el Au Bonheur des Dames, a deeper look 
at advertising's role in inducing a con- 
sumerist mindset. Throughout the next 
hundred years, mental environmentalist 


) THEORY 
OLLUTIO 


sentiments popped up in unexpected plac- 
es such as Susan Sontag’s 1977 essay “On 
Photography” where she wrote that “in- 
dustrial societies turn their citizens into 
image-junkies; it is the most irresistible 
form of mental pollution.” 


Although always a dispersed movement, 
since 1989 Adbusters: The Journal of 
the Mental Environment, has served as 
its center, and many of mental environ- 
mentalism’s most important documents 
have appeared in these pages. A key for- 
mulation was Bill McKibben’s 2001 ar- 
ticle from Adbusters #38, in which he 
explained how “mental environmental- 
ism may be the most important notion of 
this new century.” But it was Kalle Lasn’s 
seminal 1999 book-length manifesto, 
Culture Jam, which not only offered the 
mental environmentalist critique in its 
fullness but also elevated it into a formula 
for revolutionary social change. “We will 
jam the pop-culture marketeers and bring 
their image factory to a sudden, shudder- 
ing halt,” Lasn declared. “On the rubble 
of the old culture, we will build a new one 
with a non-commercial heart and soul.” 


Since Zola, however, mental environ- 
mentalism has been stuck in a philosoph- 
ical morass. To claim that advertising is 
metaphorically mental pollution is one 
thing, namely an easily dismissible rhe- 
torical flourish. To say that advertising 
is literally a kind of pollution and that 
TV commercials and highway billboards 
are more closely related to toxic sludge 
than to speech is another matter entire- 
ly. And while mental environmentalists 
have always tried to make the latter argu- 
ment, they have more often been forced 





to retreat to the former. Where is the e 
dence that advertising is a species of p 
lution? Isn't it obvious that a corpor: 
slogan is nothing but glorified, comm 
cialized speech? 


Into this difficult question has stepp 
one of the greatest living philosophe 
the eccentric Michel Serres, who has wı 
ten the inaugural philosophical work 
the mental environmentalist moveme 
Malfeasance: Appropriation Throu 
Pollution? в a radical reconception of p 
lution that cements its primal relation 
advertising. The big idea of this recen 
translated book is that animals, huma 
included, use pollution to mark, claim a 
appropriate territory through defiling 
and that over time this appropriative : 
has evolved away from primitive pol 
tion, urine and feces, to *hard pollutio 
industrial chemicals, and finally to *s 
pollution," the many forms of advertisi 


“Let us define two things and cle: 
ly distinguish them from one апо е 
Michel Serres writes, “first the ha 
[pollutants], and second the soft. By t 
first I mean on the one hand solid г 
idues, liquid gases, emitted throug 
out the atmosphere by big industr 
companies or gigantic garbage dum 
the shameful signature of big cities. 
the second, tsunamis of writings, sig 
images and logos flooding rural, c 
ic, public and natural spaces as well 
landscapes with their advertising. Ev 
though different in terms of energy, g 
bage and marks nevertheless result fr 
the same soiling gesture, from the sa: 
intention to appropriate, and are of a. 
mal origin.” >>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 


[ichel Serres is the first to philosophi- 
Пу ground mental environmentalism 
on a unified theory of pollution that 
plains how advertisements are actual- 
a breed of industrial pollutant. Lacking 
5, mental environmentalists have hith-, 
0 skirted this central problem by tak- 
; up Zola's contention that advertising 
jxameworthy for its role iri making us 
о consumers. “Тһе commercial media 
د‎ to the mental environment what fac- 
Чез are to the physical environment,” 
lle Lasn and I wrote іп Adbusters #90. 
factory dumps pollution into the water 
air because that's the most efficient way 
produce plastic or wood pulp or steel. A 
"station or website pollutes the cultur- 


»nvironment because that's the mostef- . 


lent way to produce audjences.” While 
s argument was true in Zola’s time and 
nains so today - and Serres too makes ў 
imilar point,in his book - Serres has 
ne something even more profound. He 
5 shown why one cannot be an environ- 
ntalist without also being a mental en- 
onmentalist. In closing the gap between 


physical and mental toxins, Serres has 
~ closed the gap between physical and men- 
tal ecology. 


Consider how, in the following quote 
‘from Serres, the critique of advertising 
resonates viscerally when the relation 
between advertisements and pollutants 
is not mere metaphor. “The captain who 
unloads waste in the high seas has never. 
seen, or rather has never let, the countless 
smiles of the gods emerge; that would be 
too demanding, or even creative. Shitting 
on the world, has he ever seen its beauty 
before? Did he ever see his own beauty? 
And so, he who dirties space with bill- 


* boards full of sentences and images hides 


the view of the surrounding landscape, 
kills perception, and skewers it by this 
theft. First the landscape then the world." 


The Earth is being claimed by corpora- 
tions. Whether it is by appropriating the 
ocean with their.oil spills or by seizing 
public spaces with their advertisements, 
corporations use hard and soft pollution 
to steal what is ours. Seen in this light, the 


fight against advertising is the defining 
struggle of our era, a unifying clash to pre- 
vent a legal fiction from usurping the com- 
mon heritage of all beings: The stakes are 
high. Aware of the severity of the situation, 
Serres exhorts us to action, to dramatic so- 
cial revolution along mental environmen- 
talist lines. 7 


“It makes me suffer so much that I need 
to say it over and over again and proclaim it 
everywhere; how can we not cry with hor- 
ror and disgust confronted with the wreck- 
ing of our formerly pleasant rural access 
roads into the cities of France? Companies 
fill the space now with their hideous 
brands, waging the same frenzied battle as 
the jungle species in order to appropriate: 
the public space and attention with images 
and words, like animals with their screams 
and piss. Excluded from those outskirts, I 
no longer live there; they are haunted by 
the powerful who shit on them and occupy 
them with their ugliness. Old Europe, what 
ignorant ruling class is killing you?” 


Micah White . 


НЕ COMMERCIALIZATION OF KNOWLEDGE 


“Google was not the first to dream up the. sinister-fantasy of interrupt- 
ing thinking itself with advertising, but the corporatign’s near monopoly 
on the organization of knowledge ensures that they are the first with the 
power to pull it off. No longer primarily a search engine, 99 percent of 
Google’ з income comes from advertising, and this has profoundly skewed 
their corporate priorities. Google’s concern now is with how to transform 
every online text into mere fodder for commercial interjections. Look be- 
yondthe advertisements that line the top and right of the search results 
page. Ignore for a moment that Google's acquisition of DoubleClick in 
2008 for $3.1 billion has made the corporation the biggest player in the 
placement of advertisements on other people’s websites. Focus instead 
on the greatest coup of them all: Google's audacious plan to digitize the 
storehouse of human wisdom by scanning every book ever published - 
advertising itself on every page, branding its logo onto the mind of every 
future reader. 


! Important artifact in’ the history of 
ental pollution is bound between pages 
) and 91 of the 1974 paperback edition of 
bert Silverberg's sci-fi novel The Time | 
>ppers. Here, permanently interjected 
/ the publisher into the flow of the story, 
e unsuspecting reader will stumble upon, 
double-sided, full-color advertisement 
awking Kent brand cigarettes, “with ; 
e famous micfonite filter" This relic 
presents an early bumbling attempt > 
the commercialization of knowledge 
rough the direct placement of 
Jvertising within books. Three decades 
ter, thé tricks of the marketers have 
“own far more sophisticated, and readers 
“e now accustomed to being assaulted 
y an ad on every digital page. 


The race to commercialize knowledge is well underway. Amazon's new e- 
book reader has exchanged advertisements for screensavers, portending 
a future where ads are placed dynamically within e-books, for example. 
Reversing the tide will only be possible within a mental environmental- 
ist framework that recognizes mental carcinogens as no less dangerous 
than physical pollutants. 


Micah White 
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THE NEW EDGE UNDERSTANDS 10000 VOICE COMMANDS, 





Drive one. 


| wanted things once. Was told to. 
Now that I've retired from waiting on people wanting things. 
| see the illusion, the delusion 
It is the clearest thing left to see in the world: 
You can't own anything. Not land, not piles of brick, 
nor the woman next to you. 
Everyone at the mall will learn this too one day. 
Some know now. On occasion these meet ту eyes in passing 
former paper pushers, ledge keepers. We exchange secret knowledge 
without a smile. Or with a wry one! 5; 
Before, walking past a bin of B-Movies piled high at Wal-Mart, 
ап old man gave me such а smile, by which he meant 
look what it's come to. 


/ know. | know. 


















еп we were fighting AIDS, hanger, water shortages, global warming, 
50 оп, there always seeméd.to be time to reflect, to postpone decisions 
+ (recall how the main conclusion of the last meeting of world leaders in 
“Bali; hailed as а success, was that they would meet again intwo years to 
+ ‘continue their talks..). But with the financial meltdown, the urgency to act 
- was'unconditional; sums of an unimaginable magnitude had to be found > 
* immediately. Saving endangered species, saving the planet from global Sete 2 
warming, saving AIDS patients and those dying for lack of funds for expensive ° 
treatments, saving the starving children... all this can wait a little bit. The call 
to “save the banks!” by contrast, is an unconditional imperative that must he ` ~ 
met with immediate action‘ The panic was so absolute that a transnational 
' and non-partisan unity was immediately established, all grudges between 
world leaders being momentarily forgotten in order to avert the catastrophe. 
` But what the much praised “bi-partisan” approach effectively meant was that 
even democratic procedures were de factosuspended: there was no time to 
engage in proper debate, and those who opposed the plan in the US Congress 
were quickly made to fall in with the ntajority. Bush, McCain and Obama all 
quickly got together, explaining to confused congressmen and women that 
there was simply no time for discussion - we were in a state of emergency, 





and things simply had to be dóne fast ... And let us also not forgetthatthe . ` a > 
sublimely enormous sums of money were spent noton some clear “real” * 
or concrete problem, but essentially in order to restore confidence in the , ы 


markets, that is, simply to change people’s beliefs! 


Do we need any further proof that Capital is the Real of our lives, 


a Real whose imperatives are much more absolute than even the . 
most pressing demands of our social and natural reality? 










CHECK 
CASHED 


Dear Adbusters, 


| must admit, | am a capitalist, and | 
am not ashamed of it. | believe in the 
power of free markets, in the profit incen- 
tive and in the right of private ownership 
and consumption. | am а college student 
majoring in business, entrepreneurship 

in particular, where | learn to perpetu- 
ate and successfully function within the 
system of capitalism. That said, | am a 
fan of your magazine. After receiving my 
first issue in an English class, | started 
browsing through it, and | slowly began to 
realize that every bit of it challenged my 
preconceived notions of capitalism, the 
common business/marketing tactics we 
business majors learn to understand and 
utilize, as well as how the world does and 
should work. | read it front to back and | 
remember feeling overwhelmed. | began 
questioning my perception of the world, 
and I thought to myself, “Damn you, 
Adbusters!” Your culture jamming mis- 
sion worked оп те. 


Like many Americans, my family immigrated here. My general favor 
‘for capitalism stems from my family's pre-American experiences. My 
parents grew up in Poland while it was under the communist Soviet 
Union's control. Granted, communism is an extreme form of socialism 
and is rare 2goday. Still, it originated from the ideal of equality. 





+ 


It's the 1960s to 1980s in the southern Polish city of Bielsko-Biala. 
Poland had been taken over by the communists of the Soviet Union 
and rules were strict; curfews, restrictions on where one could go, 
what jobs one could have and where one could live. Soviet KGB 
officers and armed soldiers roamed the streets and were quick 
to punish at the slightest sign of disobedience. Food and sup- 
plies were heavily rationed. If there was a line forming in town, any 
line, people would go stand in it because they most likely needed 
whatever was at the store. Though they might not have known what 
the line was for, everyone hoped that whatever was at the store 
wouldn't run out before they reached the front. It was common for 
people to stand in line for hours just to get bread. 


My father managed to escape the country on his own when he was 
17 years old, and he made it to America as a political refugee a 
year later. America's capitalistic society allowed my father to pros- 
per and live in a way previously unimaginable. And as for the peo- 
ple who remained in Poland, the shift toward capitalism over the 
last couple decades has allowed many others to prosper as well. 
Poland wasn't the only one either: China has been steadily shifting 
toward capitalism, and even Cuba has recently allowed its citizens 
to work for themselves because their socialistic system has not 
been working as advertised. 


Despite these examples, | agree that capitalism is not perfect. 
Individuals have learned to exploit the system, and their exploi- 
tation rivals that of that of the communist societies | described 
above. Not only that but traditional capitalistic practices are prov- 
ing to be environmentally unsustainable. 


Your magazine depicts these flaws of capitalism in an apocalyp- 
tic fashion. Your rallying calls for revolt, for social upheaval, bring 
on a sense of urgency to act now for fear of the future. However, 
if these calls for revolution succeed, how will this new society be 
structured? Society-wide socialism has historically failed, and no 
other societal structure is without flaws. The postcapitalist society 
that would follow from the success of the anticapitalist movement 
epitomized in your magazine is just as likely to become corrupt 
and break down as any other societal structure, be it capitalism, 
socialism, feudalism or any of the other societies human beings 
have formed throughout our collective history as a species. When 
that happens, l'm sure there will be another organization like you, 
Adbusters, who will adamantly expose the flaws, the corruption 
and the hypocrisy of the next world order. And just like you, they 
will cry out for revolt, 


Sincerely, Daniel Malysiak 


BUSTERS. 


у tt Gordon is a just and righteous man who, without MONEY the, 
Adbus его, ұ majority of the time, somehow maintains а sense of decen- “ 
I have recently finished a book 7 -. cy and social backbone. He is repeatedly garroted by his 


b у/беогде Orwell Keep the meager income and sees its relevance in everything he does 
2 г 








or attempts to do. Whether it be taking his sweetheart for a 
idi: ji е meal, having a solitary'drink in the pub, down to counting the 

Aspidistra Flying (1936). its protag amount of cigarettes he will have to ration himself on for the 

onist, Gordon Comstock, is a poet week ahead! And beyond the consumer side of having little 


В я 1 а or no money, it transcends into deeper issues, Ones such as 
who lives on a very low ‚wage an ethics and standards. Even decision making is influenced by. ^ 


% onti й the money god! Decisions that should be decided by human 
B therefore continuously whittled emotion, not how it will affect his financial situation. A specific 
down by society and all its en- * Scene in which this is perfectly portrayed is when after wait- 


5 ۴ 35 ing for a long time he finally accrues enough money to take 
trapments. By day he works ina his sweetheart out to the country for the day, with the ultimate 


dusty, old bookshop, апа Бу night z intention of “making love" to her. Gordon and his girlfriend 
5 > 


: В аге very much in love and they finally settle down in an абап- 
he occupies'a room іп the shared doned, comfortable part of the countilside. She undresses 


1 and lies naked and willing before him, but just as he is about ` 
house of a mean old landlady. She остан body she panics and rejects him! All 


^ ien - because of MONEY! If she becomes pregnant she will lose. 
does not allow any female visitors, her job. They cannot survive on his meager wage, let alone, 5 
the house meals are basic in Con- supporta baby. When the primary reason/mindset of both 
People should be pure! Thoughts of love and joy and the per- 


tent and in taste, and when any son before them, but once again méney barricades even the ; 
post arrives she feels it is her duty Purest of acts! 
to review its intended recipients. Hove this book because of my own hatred for the corporate 


fat cats whose minds revolve around COLORED PAPER or cur- 
rency as it's better known! | am not а naive man апа am fully 
aware that it's what makes the world go round, Of course | am 
not bigger than the economy and it has its virtues in this world. 
Itisthe humans | despise who cannot see human Suffering over 
their unnecessarily large bank accoúnts. Without a plastic card 
and a long string of mere digits they could be compared to the. 
paving slabs in their driveways: gray, soulless and of little im- 
ропапсе. Such people have the emotional range of a teaspoon 
and that is the problem. If they could only feel. If they could only 
recognize the human heart and its potential, recognize that they 
have one – and use itl ° ° , 


Benjamin Coakley 
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Why buy your shoes, ог anything really, from a megacorporation? 
Change your life, change your way! Join the growing movement 

of people around the world who are going local and indie with 
everything they buy. What a capital idea! We turn corporate capitalism 
on its head and forge a whole new way of living and doing business. 


BLACKSPOTSHOES.OR 





ANT OR NOT TO ACT, THAT IS THE ОЕ 


THAT HAUNTS ME EVERY DAY 











Secret assas$ination squads and а fleet of weaponized 
drones now operate in over a dozen countries, from Kenya 
to Yemen, from Libya to former Soviet republics, carrying 
out surveillance and targeted killings that the White 
House claims are unaccountable to international law. Top 
White House counterterrorism adviser John O. Brennan 
describes President Obama's emerging military doctrine 
as a shift away from the “hammer” toward the “scalpel.” 

In а recent interview, Colonel Kilcullen, former Senior 
Counterinsurgency Adviser to General Petraeus, admitted 
that in Pakistan 14 Al Qaeda leaders had been killed 
by drones in operations that also cost an estimated 
700 innocent civilian lives. Often civilian deaths are 
impossible to tabulate, as drone bombs rip bodies 


7 literally to shreds, leaving nothing to count. "It's not moral,” 


Kilcullen gonfessed, a sentiment that is widely held on 
an international level. A United Nations report drafted Бу. 


» 


Philip Alston, the UN Special Rapporteur on extrajudicial executions, 
condemned drone assassinations andwarhed that the US is ushering 
„а world where every government will claim'the right to targeted killings 

After pointing out that 40 states already have dyones, some of which 
have been weaponized, Alston warned that “the rules being set today 
are going to govern the conduct of many States tomorrow... the Unitec 
States seems oblivious to this fact when it asserts an ever-expanding 
entitlement for itself to target individuals acrossthe globe.” 

Some analysts predict we may not be far from the day when Chines: 
robots are tfailing Falun Gong leaders in San Francjsco and British 
machines are letting off missiles against Irish Republican, Army leaders 

„vacationing in Venice. Or worse still, perhaps Al Qaeda, capitalizing on 
the precedent set by America, may claim the right to send remotely 
piloted drones against congressmen in Washington, bankers in New 
York City or nuclear power plants in South Carolina. Will American 
civilians soon know what it means to be called collateral damage? 


Micah White 5 








IS TIME FOR PEACE 


Mr. President, 
your administration acknowledges it has carried 
out extrajudicial assassinations, an illegal practice, 
Would you therefore consider yourself to be a 
legitimate target of assassination? 





RUNNING OUT FOR ISRAEL? 


Egypt under Mubarak had become the lynchpin, on 
the Arab side, of implementing Israel's divide and 

rule policies toward the Palestinians. With Mubarak 
gone, those policies are unraveling quickly. Egypt has 
secretly negotiated a unity deal, and is to open the 
Rafah crossing (presumably a sweetener for Hamas’s 
agreement on unity). Egypt has also indicated that 

it wants to strengthen its relations with Iran and is 
questioning its continuing provision of underpriced 
natural gas to Israel. A poll of Egyptians shows a 
majority opposed to the current peace treaty. Israeli 
officials are describing this new trend of independent 
Egyptian foreign policy - now responsive to the 
popular mood rather than to Israeli and US dictates - 
as a “national strategic threat.” 

Something parallel is occurring among the 
Palestinian factions - and being reinforced by the 
Egyptian trend. Without Mubarak, and with no partner 
in Israel, Abbas is isolated; Hamas has lost its secure” 
base in Syria provided by Asad and, needing another 


major Arab state sponsor, has looked to Egypt for help.'So, for the 
first time, both factions have found an ally in Egypt. Unity will enable 
the Palestinian factions to hold elections, increase their legitimacy, 
press on with state-building and make a credible statehood bid at 
the UN in September. Hamas even appears to be ready to sign up 
to the PA's UN strategy. 

The popular mood among Palestinians and in Egypt appears to 
have trumped the threat of the US pulling its aid to both the PA and 
the Egyptian leadership. 

This is very bad news for Israel and the US. The consequences of 
Netanyahu's intransigence - Ehud Barak warned him that it would 
lead to a diplomatic tsunami - are now being felt. Israel has lost its 
chief regional allies, including most significantly Egypt and the PA. 
The Israeli occupation is now completely and manifestly dependent 
оп US support. Through the PA and Egyptian acquiescence, 
Washington had been able to mask its dishonest role in backing 
Israel. The mask has been removed, and the charade cannot be 
maintained for much longer. 


Jonathan Cook 1 
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THE | 
EMPIRE 
FLIES 


Eight years on, we now 

have the proof that thé US 
preemptive war on Iraq was 
based on lies. An Iraqi exile, 
Rafid al-Janabi, codenamed 
“Curveball” by the CIA, has 
revealed that he fabricated the 
story of Saddam's “weapons 

of mass destruction” back in 
2000, shortly after his arrival in 
Germany seeking asylum. He 
told the UK’s Guardian that he 
had lied to German intelligence 
in the hope his testimony might 
help topple Saddam, though it 
seems more likely he simply 
wanted to ensure his asylum 
case was taken more seriously. 


For the careful reader - and 1 stress the 
word careful - several disturbing facts 
emerged from the Guardian's report. 

One was that the German authorities 
had quickly proven his account of Iraq’s 
WMD to be false. Both German and Brit- 
ish intelligence had traveled to-Dubai to 
meet Bassil Latif, his former boss at Iraq's 
Military Industries Commission. Dr Latif 
had proven that Curveball’s claims could 


. not be true. The German authorities 


quickly lost interest in Janabi and he was 
not interviewed again until late 2002, when 
it became more pressing for the US to make 
a convincing case for an attack on Iraq. 
Another interesting disclosure was that 
despite the vital need to get straight all the 
facts about Curveball’s testimony - given 
the stakes involved in launching a pre- 
emptive strike against another sovereign 
state - the Americans never bothered to 
interview Curveball themselves. 

A third revelation was that the CIAs head 
of operations in Europe, Tyler Drumheller, 


passed on warnings from German intel- + 


ligence that they considered Curveball’s 
testimony to be highly dubious. The head 
of the CIA, George Tenet, simply ignored 
‘the advice. E 


Of course the news of Curveball's confes- - 


sion has come too late - eight years too 
late, to be precise - to have any impact 
on the events that matter. As happens so 
often with important stories that challenge 
elite interests, the facts vitally needed to 
allow Western publics to reach informed 
conclusions were not available when they. 
were needed. Im this case, Bush, Cheney 
and Rumsfeld are gone, as are their neo- 


conservative advisers. Curveball's story is © 


now chiefly of interest-to historians. 
That last point is quite literally true. The 
Guardian's revelations were of almost no 
concern to the US media, the supposed 
watchdog at the heart of the US empire. 
A search of the Lexis Nexis media data- 
base shows that Curveball's admissions 
+ featured only in the New York Times, іп 
a brief report on page 7, as well as in a 
news roundup in the Washington Times, 


The dozens of other major US newspapers, 
including the Washington Post, madé no 
mention of it atall. 

But even the Guardian, which brake the 
story and is often regarded as fearless in 
taking on powerful interests, packaged its 
report in such a way as to deprive Curve- 
Баз confession of its true value. The facts 


_were bled of their real significance. The 


presentation ensured that only the most 
aware readers would have understood that 
the US had not been duped by Curveball, 
as the headline asserted, but rather that the 


„White House had exploited a fantasist for 


its own illegal and immoral ends. 

There is something depressingly familiar 

about this kind of reporting, even in the 

Wests main liberal publications. Contrary 

to its avowed aim, mainstream journal- 

ism invariably dirhinishes the impact of 
new events when they threaten powerful 

elites, That is because corporations own 

the media, and their advertising makes (һе 
industry profitable. In this sense, the media 
cannot fulfill the function of watchdog of 
power, because in fact it is power. It is the 

power of the globalized elite to control and 

limit the ideological and imaginative ho- 

rizons of the media's readers and viewers. 

In this way, we, the eager consumers of 
media, are also’to blame. Just 25 Bush's 
White House did not interview Curveball 
because they knew his account of Saddam's 
WMD program was made up, so too do we 
not question the media fantasies we already 
know are false. The American dream would 
unravel under scrutiny; better to act like 
the White House and leave ourselves the 
option of "plausible deniability”” : 


Jonathan Cook is a journalist and writer based in 
Nazareth, Israel. His latest book is Disappearing 
Palestine: Israel's Experiments in Human Despair. 
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It was in 2003 that I realized something 
fundamental had changed. The door ' 
to the room in which I was sitting flew 
open. In stalked a figure still dressed in 
a dark overcoat and scarf. He evidently 
could contain himself no longer. I was in 
Downing Street with the prime minister's 
foreign affairs adviser, David Manning; the 
overcoated figure bursting into our meeting 
was Jack Straw. He wanted to tell Manning 
that he had persuaded Joschka Fischer, the 
German foreign minister, to add Hamas to 
the EU list of terrorist movements. His tale 
of his conversion of Fischer was wrapped in 
expressions of outrage at Hamas. It wasn't, 
so much the proscription that shocked me. A 


ceasefire, which I had helped facilitate, had | 


broken down. What was new was the elation 
with which Straw greeted the banning. I 
don’t know what Manning thought, but 
he will have been aware that the terrorist 
“list” is опе of those things from which it's . 
almost impossible to get aname removed. 
The consequences for diplomacy, for” 
the politics of peacemaking, would be 
profound, possibly irreversible; but Straw 
wasn't worried. Manning; knew, beljeved 
strongly that there could.be no solution to 
the Israel-Palestine issue without Hamas 
involvement and had firmly supported 
EU efforts at inclusive peace-building. 
Officially, the EU remained committtd to 
a political solution, but it now seemed that 
two key member states were heading in the 
opposite direction - toward a militarized 
resolution: The wind had changed. 

There had already been hints that a 
political solution was no longer at the 
forefront of Whitehall thinking. Not long " 
before, a senior British Official had told 


| was,to be neutralized, and psyéhologically 


ALASTAIR CROOKE 
ON ISRAELS ENDGAME 


me bluntly that my methods of building 
popular consent -'holding town hall 
meetirígs with all factions, working with 
Hamas, shuttling between Palestinians 
on.the ground and President Arafat to 
ensure broad participation and continued 
momentum - were passé. We were in a new 
era, and it required new thinking: “The road 
to Jerusalem now passes through Baghdad," 
the official insisted. He was speaking just 
before the 2003 invasion. The message was 
clear: the Islamit resistance in Palestine 
defeated, by the massive display of Western | 
force in Iraq, rather than brought into -| 
the political process. Britain and the US 
expected that the chastened Palestinians 
would then make the necessary concessions 
to Israel. What was striking was the official's 
conviction that such an outcome was 
inevitable. 

These were heady days for American’ 
and British officials аца enthusiasm for 
the “war on terror” was soaring. At our 
first meeting, Manning’s Downing Street 
successor, Nigel Sheinwald, told me angrily 
that security in Palestine could be achieved 
by eradicating the “virus” of Hamas from 


| -Gaza and eliminating its “disease” from 
|. the region. He had no interést in helping | 


to create legitimate Palestinian'security 
services, representative of a cross-section 
of the community. The language was 
Washington’s. The Palestinian conflict was 
seen not as a problem in its own right but 








as a subset of a war against “extremism” - 
another domino to be pushed over in order 
to strengthen the “moderates”. A senior 
Israeli intelligence official later told me, 


| privately, that he believed the change had 


begun in earnest in September 2003, after 
Arafat forced Mahmoud Abbas - a favored 
figure in Washington - to resign as prime 
minister. Angry and frustrated, Bush called 
Blair. He complained that the Europeans 
“were dancing around Arafat” while the 
US was left to do thé “heavy lifting” with 
Israel. Bush also complained that he did 
not see peace-building. as compatible 
with his “war on terror.” Al Jazeera's 
recent release of the Palestine Papers, the 
most significant leak of confidential files 
in the history of the Israeli-Palestinian 
conflict, has cast somedight on all this: the 
documents include copies of British covert, 
plans from 2003 and 2004 to“degrade” the 
capabilities of opponents to the Palestinian 
Authority, to disrupt their communications, 
intern their members, close their civil and 
charitable organizations, remove them 
from public bodies and seize their assets. 
Blair had set aside the lessons of peace- 
building, so recently learned in Northern 
Ireland, and embraced the doctrine of 
counterinsurgency. ` > 
The shift in the British position, 
under American pressure, sabotaged 
European policy. It undermined ће EU’s ` 
commitment to promoting Palestinian 
unity by suppressing, at the covert, security 
level, opposition to the PA, removing 
from Palestinian institutions not only 
all)members of Hamas and Islamic Jihad 
but even those elements in Fatah who 
had been involved in the second intifada. 
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From now on, the EU would “talk the talk” 
of encouraging Palestinian unity, while 
several of its most prominent member 
states were “walking the walk” ofa security- 
led repression of the very movements 
the EU was trying to encourage into the 
political arena. The result was that when 
Hamas - rather than being demoralized 
or psychologically defeated'by shock and 
awe in Baghdad - comfortably won the 
2006 Palestinian parliamentary elections, 
the EU was forced into a militarized 
security response. The new commitment 
to counterinsurgency meant that there 
was no prospect of exploring the political 
possibilities of Hamas's win. After the 
election the UN envoy to the Middle East, 
Alvaro de Soto, wrote a memo to the UN 
secretary general complaining that the 
conditions for enteringinto a dialogue with 
Hamas had been deliberately set so that 
Hamas would be unable to meet them - thus 
engineering its exclusion. De Soto resigned 
from the UN soon afterward. 

It may seem odd that other EU member 
states should have acquiesced so readily to 
the 2003 switch to a militarized solution, 
but Blair's approach proved hard to resist. 
Schisms in the lead-up to the Iraq war had 
left the EU badly weakened. The instinct of 
men such as Romano Prodi, the president of 
the European Commission, was that the EU 
should try to “contain” American rhetoric 
- through working closely with Washington 
- while at the same time seeking to 
“mitigate” its most harmful consequences. 
But continuing to work with the US, in the 
hope of bolstéring American officials like 
Colin Powell, who might soften American 
policies, severely limited what the EU could 
do: it had already conceded the American 
demand that the parameters of Israeli 
security would be determined by Israel; 


within this confined space, Palestinians | 


would have to find their own “solution.” 
The US and Britain simply pushed on with 
the counterinsurgency project; EU efforts 
to mitigate it proved toothless. Much later, 
Richard Armitage, Powell’s deputy, told me 
that the secretary of state had backed away 
from seeking a one-to-one conversation 
with the president for more than 18 
months - in spite of Armitage’s pleadings. 
EU and European foreign policy chiefs 
pursued a similar “strategy” with Powell’s 
successor, Condoleezza Rice, jostling and 
competing among themselves to prove how 
helpful they could be. Those collecting the 
most points - phone calls per week with 
the secretary of state - boasted of playing 





“Athens” to Bush's “Roman” muscularity., 
It's now clear how little influence any of 
them had оп Washirigton. In 2006, the 
EU special envoy was still reassuring 
Palestinian negotiators that, while “the US 
wants to see a Hamas government fail,” the 
EU would *encourage Hamas to change 
and will try to make things work as much 
as possible." But at the same time as he 
was saying this, leading European states 
were ramping up their covert strategy to 
destroy Hamas militarily. The Palestine 
Papers show how this project mushroomed: 
there'was huge investment in training 
and security infrastructure, prisons were 
built to allow for the possible internment 
of Hamas members, the Dayton military 
battalions were established with the aim 
of confronting Hamas, and plans were laid 
to depose the organization in Gaza and 
assassinate its leaders. Even the Quartet 
dived in, working with the intelligence 
services of other Arab states to disrupt 
Hamas's sources of finance. 

The changing dynamic in EU thinking 
was made very clear to me one day in 


2007 when I had a meeting with various | 


EU officials, all of whom expressed deep 
misgivings about the course of EU policy 
but despaired of convincing any member 
states to change direction. Later the same 
day, Javier Solana, then the EU foreign 
policy chief, gave a new and different reason 
for following the US line. When I suggested 
that the EU could not endlessly continue to 
support the regional status quo but must 
acknowledge new forces, Solana asked me 
what at the time seemed an odd question: 
"But if we were to do that, what would 
happen to my friend Hanan Ashrawi? Would 
she continue to be able to wear lipstick and 
toenjoy an occasional glass of wine?" It was, 
my first intimation of Europe's feeling of 
its own vulnerability. At the time, Turkish 
entry to the EU was being opposed by 
some member states of the grounds that 
it would compromise the Christian values 
underpinning European identity. On my 
way down from Solana’s office, a colleague 
said with foreboding: “Soon this place [the 
EU Council] will be very different: Europe 
is moving to the right.” He was prescient. 
The rise of anti-immigrant, anti-Muslim 
sentiment in Europe has become another 
factor impeding the EU's ability to respond 
to the Islamist challenge. 

The Palestine Papers have shown that 
the Palestinian negotiators, too, were 
тоге than willing to work with Israel on 
its security requirements; and that as their 
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collaboration increased, so did demands 
for further collaboration. Any.concept of 
Palestinian sovereignty was hollowed out: 
the putative Palestinian “state” would 
be still under occupation even if it had 
a Palestinian flag. Dov Weissglas, Ariel 
Sharon’s former bureau thief, was clear: 
to “fight terror and instill quiet” were the 
two criteria that Israel looked to the PA 
to provide. Some form of occupation, as a 
political systenyof confrol and containment, 
thus became the inevitable outcome of a 
political process that had allowed Israel's 
definition of its own security requirements 
to become the necessary and sufficient 
principle on which any solution would 
be based. The EU, too, embraced this 
proposition, tilting increasingly toward 
the conviction that Palestinian statehood 
could be achieved only if Israel’s self- 
defined security needs were met: an 
erroneous assumption based on a flawed 
understanding of Israel's strategy. 

The emphasis on “trust building” 
with Israel has colored the evolution 
of the political process since 2003. The 
general movement toward providing “law 
and order,” security cooperation and 
“institution building” is well known. But 
the “state building” project as a whale 
should be understood in the context of 
counterinsurgency - as tangled up with 
Israel’s unique approach to the collective 
management of Palestinians - rather 
than as part of any genuine effort at “good 
governance.” Security action against 
“insurgents” is only one small element of 
an American counterinsurgency doctrine 
that dates back at least to General J. 
Franklin Bell’s campaign of the early 1900s 
against Filipino “rebels.” Its principles 
include building a ruling elite to carry out 
the occupier's plan; establishing security 
services accountable only to that elite; 
concentrating economic control within that 
elite; and setting up a generous aid policy 
that sustains a “trickle-down legitimacy” 
for that elite. The underlying rationale, 
from the Philippines to Vietnam, has been 
to instill acquiescence. In the Palestinian 
case, the doctrine hopes to facilitate 
close collaboration with Israel and the 
dismantling of Palestinian resistance. In 
return, the Palestinians have been promised 
a depoliticized “state” hardly worthy of the 
name and subservient to Israel. Perhaps, in 
such a state, a new Palestinian middle class 
might live more comfortably; perhaps the 
visible tools of occupation and control over 
Palestinian life would be more discreetly 
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concealed; but such “statehood” would 
amount to little more than a more benign 
occupation. 

The reason that both the West and the 
Ramallah leadership have embraced the 


“security first” doctrine is that they were. 


convinced that a two-state solution would 
eventually emerge, come what may, because 
it is in Israel's ultimate demographic 
interests that it should; therefore one 
should first placate Israel by agreeing to its 
demands. The root premise is that Israelfis 
intent on having and maintaining a Jewish 
majority, within Israel, and that with time 
- and a growing Palestinian population - 
it would have to acquiesce to a Palestinian 
state simply in order to maintain its Jewish 
majority. But over the last 19 years - despite 
many opportunities - Israel has come no 
closer to withdrawing to the 1967 borders, 
the essential precondition for the creation 
ofa Palestinian state. The question is: if the 
demographic logic is indeed so compelling, 
why hasn't it done so? The answer, I believe, 
isthat the premise is wrong. 

At a January 2008 negotiating session 
with Ahmed Qurei and Saeb Erekat 
described in the Palestine Papers, Tzipi 
Livni spelled out Israel's strategy: n 


Israel was established to become a national 
home for Jews from all over the world. The 
Jew gets the citizenship as soon as he steps 
in Israel, and therefore don't say anything. 
about the nature of Israel... The basis for 
the creation of the state of Israel is that it 
was created for the Jewish people. 


"Israel is the state of the Jewish people,” 
she had stressed a couple of months 
earlier, “and I would like to emphasize the 
meaning of ‘its people’ is the Jewish people, 
with Jerusalem the united and undivided 
capital of Israel and of the Jewish people 
for 3007 years.” “Your state,” she said to the 
Palestinian negotiators, “will be the answer 
to all Palestinians, including refugees.” 
Erekat interpreted her definition as a 
matter of linguistics and told her: “If you 
want to call yourself the Jewish state of 
Israel - you can call it what you want.” Не 
passed on to the Americans his working 
premise that “Israelis want the two- 
state solution #. sometimes more than 
Palestinians themselves.” But what Livni 
‘was saying was that she wanted Israel to be 
a Zionist state based on the Law of Return 
and open to any Jew. To secure such a state 
in a country with very limited territory 
means that land and water must be kept 





under Jewish control, with differential 
rights for Jews and non-Jews - rights that 
affect everything, from housing and access 
to land, to jobs, subsidies, marriages and 
migration. The fear is that if Israel became а 
Jewish majority state with fixed borders, the 
inevitable demand for full equal rights for 
minorities would herald the end of Jewish 
special rights and of Zionism itself. 

A two-state solution therefore does 
not solve the problem of how to maintain 
Zionism, it compounds it. The size of the 
non-Jewish population of Israel would 
be reduced from 40 or 50 percent to 20 
percent if a Palestinian state were created, 
but the inherent contradiction of a non~ 
Jewish minerity with equal rights would 
undermine it as a Jewish state. Israel's only 
answer is to keep its borders uffdefined 
while holding on to scarce water and land 
resources, leaving Palestinians in a state 
of permanent uncertainty, dependent on 
Israeli goodwill. 

decade ago, I was amember of Senator 
George Mitchell’s staff on his first foray 
into the region, after he was asked to head 
a “fact-finding committee” into the causes 
of the second intifada. Even then, Livni's 
vision was evident in the Israeli strategy of 
excluding Palestinians from the body politic 
while making them subject to its methods of 
control. The Occapied Territories assumed 
an elastic, shifting geography in which the 
rule of Jaw was suspended under cover of 
the law. It was Sharon who pioneered the 
philosophy of *majritained uncertainty" 
that repeatedly extended and then limited 
the space in which Palestinians could 
operate by means of an unpredictable 
combination of changing and selectively 
enforced regulations, dissection of space 
by settlements, roads Palestinians wefe 
not allowed to use and continually shifting 
borders. All of this was intended to induce 
in the Palestiníans a sense of permanent 
temporariness. Maintaining control of 
the Occupied Territories keeps open to 
Israel the option of displacing Palestinian 
citizens of Israel into the Territories 
by means of limited land swaps. It also 
ensures that Israel retains the ability to 


force future returning refugees to settle | 


in their “homeland,” whereas a sovereign 
Palestinian state might decline to accept 
the refugees. It suits Israel to have a 
“state” without borders so that it can keep 
negotiating about borders and can count 
on the resulting uncertainty to maintain 
acquiescence. 

Israel’s vice-premier, Moshe Ya’alon, 





was candid when asked in an interview this 
year: “Why all these games of make-believe 
negotiations?” He replied: 


Because... there are pressures, Peace 
Now from within, and other elements 
from without. So you have to maneuver ... 
what we have to do is maneuver with the 
American administration and the European 
establishment, which are nourished by 
Israeli elements [and] which create the 
illusion that an agreement can be reached 
. I say that time works for those who make 
use of it. The founders of Zionism knew... 
and we in the government know how to make 

» use of time. 

Sever Plocker, the deputy editor of Yediot 
Ahronot, wrote in January that Avigdor 
Lieberman's gecent plan for a Palestinian 
state without borders in half of Judea and 
SAmaria was, on the basis of his earlier 
discussions with Binyamin Netanyahu, 
more or less the prime minister's plan too: 


Netanyahu argued that the current 
situation on the ground in Judea and 
Samaria is stable and safe, and constitutes, 
for all intents and purposes, a solution to 
the conflict. The Palestinians already have 
three-quarters of a state ... they have a flag, 
an international telephone prefix ... All that 


_ Will remain for the government to do, hinted 


Netanyahu, is only to agree to a change 
inname of the entity from “authority” to 
“state” and to toss it a few more bones, a few 
token signs of sovereignty, such as the right 
to mint its own currency - and peace will 
reign for 70 years to come. 


The demise of the “peace process” has 
given us a rare moment of clarity: since 
the release of the Palestine Papers, the 
fiction underlying it has become clear 
to everybody. Such clarity enables new 
possibilities to emerge. I recall that 30 years 
ago Namibian independence, which had 
seemed irredeemably blocked, was suddenly 
enabled by an unforeseen paradigm 
change in the region: the implosion of the 
USSR. Might the coming change in Egypt 
be an equivalent catalyst for Israelis and 
Palestinians? 


Alastair Crooke, the legendary former British 
intelligence (MI6) agent, was adviser to EU High 
Commissioner Javier Solana on Middle East issues 
from 1997 to 2003. Currently, he heads the Conflicts 
Forum in Beirut. His recent book is Resistance: The 
Essence of the Islamist Revolution, 



























. . А : 
Waiting for t 
What are we waiting for, assembled in the foi 
The barbarians are due here today. : 8 
Why isn't anything going on in the senate? 
Why are the senators sitting there without legislati 
Because the barbarians are coming today. 22 
What’s the point of senators making laws now? 
Once the barbarians are here, they’ll do the legislatin; 
Why did our emperor get up so early, 222 5 
and why is he sitting enthroned at the city’s main gate, 
in state, wearing the crown? 2 





Because Ше barbarians are coming today 77 
and the emperor's waiting to receive their leader. 
He's even got a scroll to give him, : 
loaded with titles, with imposing names. Жо ig tt 
Why have our two consuls and praetors come out today 
wearing their embroidered, their scarlet togas? | р 
Why have they put on bracelets with so many amethys 
and rings sparkling with magnificent emeralds? 
Why are they carrying elegant canes 
beautifully worked in silver and gold? 
Because the barbarians are coming today 
and things like that dazzle the barbarians 5 
Why don't our distinguished orators turn up as usual. 
to make their speeches, say what they have to sa ? 
Because the barbarians are coming today | 
and they're bored by rhetoric and public speaki 
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1. Cayaty (1865 1935) 





























I have often wondered if the whole world could . 
catch fire the way Egypt did. 


Kono Matsu 





ALL POWER 








SUDDENLY 
THE ROOM 
FELL SILENT. 


The crackling undercurrent 
that for weeks had made it 
impossible to get one’s point 
across when one had the floor 
was gone; there was only the 
sound of the lock clicking as 
the front door opened, and 
then the soft shuffle of feet 
moving quietly toward the 
circle. 


Shadows danced on the walls. From the 
tension showing on the faces of the people 
before me, | thought the cops were invading 
the meeting, but there was a deep female 
gleam leaping out of one of the women's 
‘eyes that no cop who ever lived could elicit. 

I recognized that gleam out of the recesses 
of my soul, even though | had never seen it 
before in my life: the total admiration of a 
black woman for a black man. | spun around 
іп my seat and saw the most beautiful sight I 
had ever seen: four black men wearing black 
berets, powder-blue shirts, black leather 
Jackets, black trousers, shiny black shoes— 
and each with a gun! In front was Huey P. 
Newton with a riot pump shotgun in his 

right hand, barrel pointed down to the floor. 
Beside him was Bobby Seale, the handle of a 
.45-caliber automatic showing from its holster 
on his right hip, just below the hem of his 
jacket, A few steps behind Seale was Bobby 
Hutton, the barrel of his shotgun at his feet. 
Next to him was Sherwin Forte, a Mi carbine 
with a banana clip cradled in his arms. 


Huey Р. Newton was standing at the 
window, shotgun in hand, looking down into 
the upturned faces of a horde of police. | 
left the room to get Sister Betty a glass of 
water, squeezing past Bobby Seale and what 
seemed like a battalion of Panthers in the 
hall guarding the door. Seale's face was а 
chiseled mask of determination. 

A few yards down the hall, Warren 6 
Ш, editor of Ramparts, was talking to a police 
lieutenant. 2 

“What's the trouble?” the lieutenant asked, 
pointing at the Black Panthers with their guns. 

“No trouble,” Hinckle said. “Everything is 
under control.” 

The policeman seemed infuriated by 
this answer. He stared at Bobby Seale for a 
moment and then stalked outside. While | was 
іп the lobby a TV cameraman, camera оп his 
shoulder, forced his way through the front 
door and started taking pictures. Two white 
boys who worked at Ramparts stopped the 
TV man and informed him he was trespassing 
оп private property. When he refused to leave, 
they picked him up and threw him out the 
door, camera and all. 

When it was agreed that it was time to 
leave, Huey Newton took control. Mincing 
no words, he sent five of his men dlt first to 
clear a path through the throng of spectators 
clustered outside the door, most of whom 
were cops. He dispatched a phalanx of the 
Panthers fast on their heels, with Hakim Jamal 
and Sister Betty concealed in their midst. 
Newton himself, along with Bobby Seale and 
three other Panthers, brought up the rear. 

I went outside and stood on the steps of 
Ramparts to observe the departure. When 
Huey left the building, the TV cameraman who 
had gotten tossed out was grinding away with 
his camera. Huey took an envelope from his 
pocket and held it up in front of the camera, 
blocking the lens. 

“Get out of the way!” the TV man shouted. 
When Huey continued to hold the envelope in 
front of the lens, the TV man started cursing, 
and reached out and knocked Ниеуз hand 
away with his fist. Huey coolly turned to one of 
the score of cops watching and said, “Officer, 
I want you to arrest this man for assault.” 

An incredulous look came into the cop's 
face, then he blurted out, “If | arrest anybody, 
it'll be you!” 

Huey turned on the cameraman, again 
placing the envelope in front of the lens. 
Again the cameraman reached out and 
knocked Huey's hand away. Huey reached 
‘out, snatched the cameraman by the collar 
and slammed him up against the wall, 
sending him spinning and staggering down 
the sidewalk, trying to catch his breath and 
balance the camera on his shoulder at the 
same time. 

Bobby Seale tugged at Huey’s shirt-sleeve. 
“C'mon, Huey, let's get out of here.” 

Huey and Bobby started up the sidewalk 
toward their car. The cops stood there on 
the point, poised as though ready to start 
shooting at a given signal. 

Don't turn your back on these back-shooting 
dogs!” Huey called out to Bobby and the 


other three Panthers. By this time the other 
Panthers, Sister Betty and Jamal had gotten 
into cars and melted into the traffic jam. Only 
these five were still at the scene. 

At that moment a big beefy cop stepped 
forward. He undid the little strap holding 
his pistol in his holster and started shouting 
at Huey, “Don't point that gun at me! Stop 
pointing that gun at me!” He kept making 
gestures as though he was going for his gun. 

This was the most tense of moments. Huey 
stopped in his tracks and stared at the cop. 

“Let's split, Huey! Let's split!” Bobby Seale 
was saying. 

Ignoring him, Huey walked to within a few 
feet of the cop and said, “What's the matter, 
you got an itchy finger?” 

The cop made no reply. 

“You want to draw your gun?” Huey asked 
him. 

The other cops were calling out for this cop 
to cool it, to take it easy, but he didn't seem 
able to hear them. He was staring into Huey's 
eyes, measuring him. 

“OK,” Huey said. “You big fat racist pig, 
draw your gun!” 

The cop made no move. 

“Draw it, you cowardly dog!” Huey pumped 
a round into the chamber of the shotgun. "I'm 
waiting,” he said, and stood there waiting for 
the cop to draw. 

All the other cops moved back out of the 
line of fire. | moved back, too, onto the top 
step of Ramparts. | was thinking, staring at 
Huey surrounded by all those cops and daring 
one of them to draw: Goddam, that nigger is 
с-г-а-2-у! 

Then the cop facing Huey gave up. He 
heaved a heavy sigh and lowered his head, 
Huey literally laughed in his face and then 
went off up the street at a jaunty pace, 
disappearing іп a blaze of dazzling sunlight. 


Eldridge Cleaver 


Er RENT, 


Huey Р. Newton was murdered in 1989 by a 
drug dealer in the same Oakland, California, 
neighborhood where the Black Panthers once 
organized social welfare programs. Newton's 
last words were “you can kill my body, but you 
can't kill my soul. My soul will live forever!” 

Bobby Seale ran for Mayor of Oakland in 1973 
and came in second place. Tiring of politics, he 
left the Black Panthers in 1974. 

Bobby Hutton joined the Black Panthers 
when he was 16. Two years later, on April 6, 
1968, he was murdered by Oakland police 
officers. 

Sister Betty was the widow of Malcolm X. 
Her daughter was arrested in 1995 for allegedly: 
planning to kill Louis Farrakhan, who she 
believed murdered her father. 

Eldridge Cleaver became a conservative 
Republican in the 1980s. He died of natural 
causes in 1998. 

















Many of these extremists misread the significance and intent 
of nonviolence because they failed to perceive that militancy 
is also the father of the nonviolent way. Angry exhortation 
from street corners and stirring calls for the Negro to arm 
and go forth to do battle stimulate loud applause. But when 
the applause dies, the stirred and the stirring return to their 
homes and lie in their beds for still one more night with no 
progress in view. They cannot solve the problem they face 
because they have offered no challenge but only a call to 
arms, which they themselves are unwilling to lead, knowing 
that doom would be its reward. They cannot solve the 
problem because they seek to overcome a negative situation 
with negative means. They cannot solve the problem 
because they do not reach and move into sustained action 
the large groups of people necessary to attract attention and 
convey the determination of the majority. The conservatives 
who say, “Let us not move so fast,” and extremists who say, 
“Let us go out and whip the world,” would tell you that they 
are as far apart as the poles. But there is а striking parallel: 
They accomplish nothing - for they do not reach the people 
who have a crying need to be free. 


We had decided to limit the first few days’ efforts to sit-ins. 
Being prepared for a long struggle, we felt it best to begin 
modestly, with a limited number of arrests each day. By 
rationing our energies in this manner, we would help toward 
the buildup and drama of a growing campaign. The first 
demonstrations were, accordingly, not spectacular, but they 
were well organized. Operating on a precise timetable, small 
groups maintained a series of sit-ins at lunch counters in 
the downtown department stores and drugstores. When the 
demonstrators were asked to leave and refused, they were 
arrested under the local “trespass after warning” ordinance. 
By Friday night, there had been no disturbances worth note. 
Evidently neither Bull Connor, the segregationist police 
commissioner of Birmingham, nor the merchants expected 
this quiet beginning to blossom into a large-scale operation. 











On one dramatic occasion even Bull Connor’s men were shaken, It was 

а Sunday afternoon, when several hundred Birmingham Negroes had 
determined to hold a prayer meeting near the city jail. They gathered at the 
New Pilgrim Baptist Church and began an orderly march. Bull Connor ordered 
out the police dogs and fire hoses. When the marchers approached the border 
between the white and Negro areas, Connor ordered them to turn back. 

The Reverend Charles Billups, who was leading the march, politely refused. 
Enraged, Bull Connor whirled on his men and shouted: 


“Dammit. Turn on the hoses.” 


What happened in the next 30 seconds was one of the most fantastic events 
of the Birmingham story. Bull Connor’s men, their deadly hoses poised for 
action, stood facing the marchers. The marchers, many of them on their 
knees, stared back, unafraid and unmoving. Slowly the Negroes stood up and 
began to advance. Connor's men, as though hypnotized, fell back, their hoses 
sagging uselessly in their hands while several hundred Negroes marched past 
them, without further interference, and held their prayer meeting as planned. 


With the jails filling up and the scorching glare of national disapproval focused 
‘on Birmingham, Bull Connor abandoned his posture of nonviolence. The result 
was an ugliness too well known to Americans and to people all over the world. 
The newspapers of May 4 carried pictures of prostrate women and policemen 
bending over them with raised clubs; of children marching up to the bared 
fangs of police dogs; of the terrible force of pressure hoses sweeping bodies 
into the streets. 


This was the time of our greatest stress, and the courage and conviction 

of those students and adults made it our finest hour. We did not fight back, 
but we did not turn back. We did not give way to bitterness. Some few 
spectators, who had not been trained in the discipline of nonviolence, 
reacted to the brutality of the policemen by throwing rocks and bottles. But 
the demonstrators remained nonviolent. In the face of this resolution and 
bravery, the moral conscience of the nation was deeply stirred and, all over 
the country, our fight became the fight of decent Americans of all races and 
creeds. 


Martin Luther King, Jr., Why We Can't Wait 
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їп 1967, Martin Luther King launched the Poor People's Campaign, a multiracial 
movement to bring the power of nonviolence to solving economic injustice. Two 
thousand poor people were to march on Washington, D.C., and demand jobs, 
unemployment insurance, a fair minimum wage and access to education. King. 
was assassinated six months later. 














Focusing initially оп the Salt Act (which imposed а heavy tax and a 
Government monopoly), Gandhi set out with disciples on a 26-day 
march to the sea to commit civil disobedience by making salt. 


The making of salt by Gandhi was the signal for mass nonviolent 
revolt throughout the country. As the movement progressed, there 
were mass meetings, huge parades, seditious speeches, a boycott of 
foreign cloth and picketing of liquor shops and opium dens. Students 
left government schools. The national flag was hoisted. There were 
social boycotts on government employees, short strikes (hartals) 

and resignations by government employees and members of the 
Legislative Assembly and Councils. 


Government departments were boycotted, as were foreign insurance 
firms, postal and telegraph services. Many refused to pay taxes. 
Some renounced titles. There were nonviolent raids and seizures of 
government-held salt. 


The Government arrested Gandhi early in the campaign. About 
100,000 Indians (including 17,000 women) were imprisoned or held 
in detention camps. There were beatings, injuries, censorship, 
shootings, confiscation, intimidation, fines, banning of meetings and 
organizations, and other measures. Some were shot dead. 


Gene Sharp, Exploring Nonviolent Alternatives 
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Gandhi was assassinated by a Hindu nationalist in 1948. 
His last words were “Oh, God.” 


| admit that | was one of the persons who helped to form Umkhonto 
we Sizwe [Spear of the Nation”, the military wing of the ANC] and 
that І played a prominent role in its affairs until | was arrested in 
August 1962. | and the others who started the organization did so 
for two reasons. First, we believed that as a result of government 
policy, violence by the African people had become inevitable 
and that unless responsible leadership was given to canalize 
and control the feelings of our people, there would be outbreaks 
of terrorism which would produce an intensity of bitterness and 
hostility between the various races of this country which is not 
produced even by war. Second, we felt that without violence 
there would be no way open to the African people to succeed in 
their struggle against the principle of white supremacy. All lawful 
modes of expressing opposition to this principle had been closed 
by legislation, and we were placed in a position in which we had 
either to accept a permanent state of inferiority or to defy the 
government. We chose to defy the law. We first broke the law Ina 
way which avoided any recourse to violence; when this form was 
legislated against, and then the government resorted to a show 
of force to crush the opposition to its policies, only then did we 
decide to answer violence with violence. 


Nelson Mandela, at the Rivona Trial, 1964 
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Following this speech, Nelson Mandela was sentenced to life 
imprisonment for preparing acts of sabotage against the apartheid 
state. He served 27 years іп prison before his release in 1990, 
Mandela was elected President of South Africa in 1994. 


DAVID GRAEBER 





AWAITING 
THE 
MAGICAL 
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“The funny thing is,” my Egyptian 
friend told me, “you’ve been 
doing this so long, you kind of 
forget that you can win. All thése 
years, we've been organizing 
marches, rallies ... And if only 

45 people show up, you're * 
depressed. If you get 300, you're 
happy. Then one day, you get 
500,000. And уомге incredulous: 
on some level, you'd given up 
thinking that could even happen.” 


Mubarak’s Egypt was one of the most 
repressive societies on Earth - the 
entire apparatus of state was effectively 
organized around ensuring that what 
ended up happening could never 
happen. And yet it did. 


So why not here? 


To be honest, most activists I know 
do go around feeling much like my 
Egyptian friend used to feel - we 
organize much of our lives around the 
possibility of something that we’re not 
sure we believe could ever really happen. 
Probably nowhere is this so true as in 
London. When the new government 
moved to effectively privatize the 
education system, denying millions of 
families any dream of higher education, 
‘there was, indeed, a kind of uprising. 
Briefly. Tory headquarters were 
smashed and occupied, the storefronts 
of notorious tax scofflaws like Topshop 
* and Vodafone repeatedly blockaded, 
paint-bombed and defaced. There was 
a feeling of possibility. But there was 
also the feeling all this was something 
ofa flickér. The bills passed, with dozens 
of politicians who had come to power 
on promises to eliminate tuition fees 
duly voting to triple them, and now, as 
the Coalition is moving'to effectively 
annihilate, the remaining shreds of the 





British welfare state, throwing millions 


out of work all in the name of a free- 
market economic orthodoxy no one 
really believes in anymore - everyone is 
waiting to see if the mass of the: working 


class will follow the students’ lead ... and * 


-ifriots in the streets finally materialize. 


Even Mervyn King, the Governor of the 


Bank of England has’ declared himself ` 


‚ puzzled as to why they haven't. 


Will they? 


Military regimes like Egypt live on 
fear. Their leadership assume that 
most of the populace despise them, but 
people are aware that any attempt at 
mass opposition will be met instantly 
by tortureand death. For most of those 
who live under these regimes, “political 
life” is a matter of continual, barely 
suppressed rage. The real question is 


whether people detect an opportunity, 
a crack in the facade. That is why when 
soldiers refused to fire on protesters 
in Tunisia, uprisings in Egypt, Yemen, 
and Libya followed almost instantly. 
In modern democracies like the UK, 
in contrast, political life is organized 


- more around cynicism and despair. You 


not only have to reveal the system as 
vulnerable - which the students began 
to do - you not only have to overcome 
the endless divisions politicians and 
media have created between students, 
trade unionists, immigrants and the 
unemployed - but you also have to 
convince people that a social order 
based on human solidarity and mutual 
aid would even be possible. 


There is only one known way to do 
that, and that is for people to experience 
it. This is why, emboldened by the 
students, grassroots organizations 
across the UK are planning to respond 
to the attacks by a wave of occupations, 
turning every shut-down youth center, 
hospital or library into an experiment 
in real democratic self-management. 
Will it work? Will the bulk of the British 
working class, battered by 30 years of 
defeat, finally rally to take back what is 
theirs? No one knows. But everywhere 
there are signs, some angry, some 


whimsical, most small, that this time 


something really might be different. 


- Just a month ago I was sitting on the 


stoop helping guard a student-occupied 
university building at the School of 
Oriental and African Studies when a 
bus driver stopped his vehicle in front of 


“us. Noting the banners, he winked at us 


and said, only half jokingly, “Say, I was 
wondering ... could you fellows please 
occupy my bus?” 


David Graeber has written several books includ- 
ing Direct Action: An Ethnography and Fragments 
of an Anarchist Anthropology. His latest, Debt: The 
First 5,000 Years, will be published in July. 
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BY LAURIE РЕ 


BEGIN IN LONDON? 
є 


‘The revolution is in the mind.’ Those 4 
words were scrawled іп wobbly spray-paint 1 
on Nelson’s Column on March 26, at the 

end of a day that saw half a million union 

members and outraged citizens march 

against government spending cuts in central 
London. The plan, cooked up by students and 
activist groups and advertised benignly on 
Facebook, was to have a picnic party and 

‘Turn Trafalgar Square into Tahrir Square,’ 

as if some sympathetic magic could summon 

the regime-toppling energy of the Egyptian 
uprising to these soggy shores. What it 

turned into instead was a bloody mess. $ 





mor descended on Ше picnic without | eration with breathtaking speed. were seized on the streets in an opera- 
warning, cracking heads, breaking limbs Or take the royal wedding. On this day | tion, foreshadowed in the tabloid press, 
and penning hundreds of young protest- a quarter of a billion people watched | to “preemptively arrest” radical ele- 
ers in the biting cold for hours, withno | Britain deliver what it does best: an | ments using the wedding as an excuse. 
water, no shelter and no way out. This is exquisitely choreographed pageant of | In central London, ten young people 
aform of collective punishment known | power, privilege and continuity. The | were cuffed and arrested outside a rail- 
colloquially as “kettling.” Its use atthe | wedding газ а fantasy of faded imperial | way station simply for holding a placard 
London 6-20 protests іп 2009 was re- | glory, a fairytale image of how we want | saying “democracy now.” 
cently ruled illegal in a landmark deci- | the world to see the United Kingdom A climate of fear has been drummed 
sion by the high court. and how we would like to see ourselves. | into being. Young protesters are now | 
The same dangerous police tactics | What far fewer people saw was how | routinely the subject of public witch- 
were employed in London last winter thoroughly and how violently that im- | hunts: 20-year-old student activist Alfie 
at the student protests that saw hun- age was edited before its release to ex- Meadows, who was beaten so badly by 
dreds of thousands gather in London clude all dissent, airbrushed to conceal | police on December 9 that he was left co- 
to challenge a prohibitive rise in col- anything beyond fawning, flag-waving | matose and bleeding into his brain, has 
lege fees and the privatization of the deference. now been charged with violent disorder 
British university system. School chil- The night before the wedding, activ- for his actions that day. This has become 
dren and students carried placards that ists were dragged out of their homes all | apropaganda war, as Parliament and the 
asked, “Where's my future?” Instead ої | over the country and arrested for un- | police attempt to wrest back control of 
getting an answer, they were subjected specified crimes they had no intention the narrative by portraying every peace- 


As dusk fell, 200 police іп full riot ar- | policing that has radicalized this gen- | centers were raided and protesters | 
| 








to a vengeful model of “public order" | of committing. Squats and community | ful dissident as a violent hooligan. 
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The word “kettle” conjures Ше terri- 
bly English image of a nice, calming cup 
of tea. In fact, it’s a deeply traumatic 
form of collective punishment. Imagine: 
you came out with your friends to exer- 
cise your right to peaceful protest, but 
you find yourself trapped behind walls 
of armed police. The cops move forward 
in waves, bellowing in your face, raising 
their batons, crushing you into a small- 
er and smaller space with thousands of 
others. You can’t breathe or move; you 
start to panic. Young protesters, terri- 
fied and enraged, begin to throw them- 
selves at the police, which is precisely 
what the police are waiting for. 

They start to beat into the crowd with 
shields and sticks. You are surrounded 
by screaming, bloodied teenagers, and 
you try to protect yourself, but there’s 
nowhere to go. At first, you are incensed, 
appalled, but then the cold sets in, and 
you realize that until everyone calms 
down and shuts the fuck up, you’re not 
going to be allowed to escape. There’s a 
lesson about compliance that the police 
are extremely keen for you to learn. 

After a few hours, you're freezing 
and tired and hungry, and you've seen 
some frightening things. You need the 
toilet desperately. You're prepared to 
say anything to get out, to get home. 
Your phone has run out of battery, so 
you're cut off from the outside world, 
and you're worried about your friends, 
your family. When you do eventually 
stumble through the police lines, your 
legs like blocks of cold wood, exhausted 
and seething with bitten-back rage, the 
policeman insists on taking your name 
and photograph before you can go. 
When you get home, you find the news 
reporting that the police took reason- 
able measures to control a violent riot. 

Kettling is a perfect psychological 
metaphor for the tensions being played 
out in Britain today. It seals off dis- 
sidents and enforces compliance by 
beating them back if they try to break 
through, provoking panicked protesters 
into self-defense, showing the outside 
world a picture of a *violent minor- 
ity" - the phrase is consistently used 
by the British press - making trouble, 
a picture taken from outside the po- 
lice lines. It's what activist journalist 
Dan Hancox calls "strategic brutality 





and unabashed doublethink." It's the 
cognitive dissonance that allowed the 
London Metropolitan police to crush 
thousands of people in treacherous 
subzero temperatures on Westminster 
Bridge in December while claiming that 
it was all for their own protection. 

One year ago, the British left looked 
longingly across the channel to Europe, 
where ordinary people were actually 
putting up a fight. It seemed impossible 
that Britain, the briefcase-clutching au- 
ditor of supply-side economics, could 
ever hope to muster similar public dis- 
sent to the global austerity consensus 
our leaders helped broker. But now, 
we've already seen Metropolitan po- 
lice on horseback charging thousands 
of rioting teenagers at the gates of 
Parliament. We've seen mass arrests for 
civil disobedience, hundreds of thou- 
sands on the streets in protest, and the 
birth ofa smart, popular counterculture 
that seeks to contaminate the brand 
structure of casino capitalism. It began 
in November, when student protesters 
demonstrating against the privatization 
of higher education deviated from the 
march route and smashed up the head- 
quarters of the party in government. It 
has now become a national movement, 
led by young people organizing nonhi- 
erarchically. It can happen anywhere if 
it can happen in Britain. 


So can a revolution happen here, just | 


like it happened in Egypt? Well, do you 
want the simple answer or the subtle an- 
swer? The simple answer is: no, of course 
it can’t. Even though the oppression tak- 
ing place in the UK is grounded in the 
same transfer of wealth to the global rich 
from the global poor, Britain is a differ- 
ent sort of country from Libya, Tunisia 
or Egypt, and if a cultural shift of any- 
thing approaching a similar magnitude 
is to take place on these shores, it will 
look very different from the cinematic 
revolutionary spectacle of Tahrir Square. 

Because we have not had to wrestle 
with 30 years of military dictatorship, 
Britain is a far more sophisticated ex- 
ample of neoliberal statecraft. Power 
is dispersed between the government 
and business elites, and extensive 


state surveillance is employed to keep | 


unruly elements in check, with po- 
lice violence employed only as a last 





resort. Meanwhile the British govern- 
ment, desperate to downplay its his- 
tory of support for Hosni Mubarak and 
Muammar Gaddafi, makes a point of 
ramming home the differences between 
the uprisings taking place in the Middle 
East and the protests taking place clos- 
er to home. 

With the collusion of the tabloid press 
in Britain, the Libyan rebels in particu- 
lar are drawn as heroic freedom fighters 
resisting an evil dictator, bravely aided 
by British Tommies who almost never 
end up slaughtering civilians by mis- 
take. Protesters in London, meanwhile, 
are a “violent minority” of anarchist 
hooligans whose demands for econom- 
ic and social justice are thuggish and 
absurd. Social injustice, we are told, is 
something alien, something that hap- 
pens elsewhere, in mysterious foreign 
lands, and definitely not in your own 
country, in your own neighborhood, on 
your own street. You may be angry that 
your government has just closed your 
local library, made your spouse redun- 
dant, reduced your salary, kicked you 
out of your home and privatized the col- 
lege system so your children will never 
be able to afford university, but David 
Cameron is not Gaddafi. 

In Tripoli, dissent is gunned down. In 
Trafalgar Square, dissent is merely sti- 
fled, sealed off from the outside world 
and clubbed into temporary submis- 
sion. A “sterile area” (the official police 
term for a kettle) is created wherever 
protesters gather in numbers, as if re- 
sistance and protest were an infection 
in the body politic to be cauterized by 
police violence. 

This is psychological kettling as done 
by the government and business elites: 
rule by manufacturing public consent, 
by creating an illusion of need and then 
by branding themselves as the ones to 
meet it. This brand of power is contami- 
nated by protest, and as popular resis- 
tance has escalated in Britain over the 
past six months, that brand contami- 
nation has become more and more ef- 
fective. It’s no accident that UK Uncut, 
the direct action group most effective 
at damaging the brand image of major 
banks and whose flash protests against 
corporate tax avoidance have attract- 
ed supporters of all ages and political 











affiliations, was specifically targeted 

for mass arrest. Last month, during a 
| peaceful protest, 148 key members were 

rounded-up and taken away in hand»- 

cuffs, ordered to strip to their under- 
| or human contact for many hours. 
| So, can it Wappen here? Are you ready 
for the subtle answer? It comes through 
like a whispér, half drowned out by the 
crash and squeal of cargo-cult patrio- 
tism and smothered by-right-wing tab- 
loid tub-thumping, but if you listen, it's 
there. The answer is: of course it can 
happen... it has happened before. 

For as long as rich, powerful men 
have hoarded the wealth and power 
and enclosed the land in this country, 
| the people of Britain have fought back, 
sometimes peacefully and sometimes 
violently, sometimes autonomously and 
| sometimes with the backing of orga- 
nized labor. The history of Britain isn't 
just a history of kings and queens: it's 
also a history of practical and psycho- 





fighting for their right to suffrage and 


survival. It's a history that can be traced 
. \ 


| 


ПО ВСЕМ 
отрасля 
ЗНАНИЯ 


„wear and held in the cells without food * 


logical revolution, of ordinary people - 


from the miners’ strikes and poll tax гі- + 
ots of the 1980s right back through the 
suffragettes, the Chartists, the Peterloo 
protests, the diggers and levéllers of 
the English civil war and the peasants’ 
revolt in the 14th century. The British 
people have always fought the rich and 
powerful in their efforts to contain and 
silence dissent, And everytime that re- 


„sistance has been crushed, those ideas 


have lived on until the day their realiza- 
tion becomes inevitable. If we can fight 
the war of ideas and win, on this atom- 
ized, atrophied little postimperial Island 
kingdom, anyone can. . А 
.Even today, UK activists have devel- 
oped a sophisticated free smartphone 
system that allows protesters to antici- 
pate and escape police kettles. The app 
was cooked up by a team of students 
and IT professionals calling themselves 
Sukey, and Наз proved incredibly ef- 
fective: Wherever the police attempt 
to sterilize dissent, protesters can and 
will reinfect; wherever a kettle forms, in 
the streets óf London or in the political 
psyche of the nation, activists can and 
will learn how to breakit. . | 








In the early months of 2011, on 
bus hoardings and billboards across 


1 


London, and then across the country, а ` 


specific set of stickers began to appear, 
plastering the paid promotional space 
of casino capitalism. Apathy is Violent, 
said one; Cuts don't Cure, said another, 
covering Ше airbrushed face of a model 
promoting a new perfutne. These stick- 
ers, created and distributed among stu- 
dents, activists and schoolchildren, have 


become a secret code, a reminder that * 


the imagery of power-can and should. 
be - and is.being - questioned, a re- 
minder that despite the savage police 
crackdown on known dissidents, there 
is hope. There is always hope. * 

As I walked home tonight, I spotted a 
sticker slapped across a hoarding con- 
gratulating the Royal Couple, small but 
perfectly legible. Destroy their halluci- 
nations with our desires, it said. Resist. 
Strike. Occupy. . 1 


Laurie Penny, 24, is a columnist for Ihe New Statesman and 
author of Meat Market: Female Flesh Under 
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Something must be done in 
order for something to happ 


BY STEPHEN HENIGHAN 


UNLEASHING - 





REVOLUTIONARY 


POTENTIAL 








Every year CBC Radio’s Canada 
Reads competition urges Canadians 
to support one book on a list of five 
that “Canadians should read.” Five ce- 
lebrities debate the books’ merits, de- 
ciding which ones are to be voted off 
the island until a single title remains. 
Canada Reads may be our culture’s 
closest approximation to a function- 
al democratic institution. The initial 
Canada Reads, in 2001, was won by 
Michael Ondaatje. As election the- 
orists insist, though, it’s the second 
free vote that reveals a country’s true 
inclinations. Accordingly, the sec- 


ond Canada Reads competition, in | 


2002, chose Next Episode (some- 
times known by its original French 
title, Prochain Episode), by Hubert 
Aquin, an erudite, self-destructive 
Quebec revolutionary of the 1960s. 


pedestrians, also offered a hint of 
why revolutions don’t happen here: | 
Canada is very heavily policed. 

Our founding document, the British 
North America Act, vaunts “Peace, 
Order and Good Government” in 
contrast to the “Life, Liberty and the | 
Pursuit of Happiness” claimed by the | 


republic south of the border. A main- 

stay of our national mythology is that | 
there was no Wild West in 19th-cen- | 
tury Canada - no Billy the Kids toting | 
six-shooters - because the North- | 
West Mounted Police arrived first. 

Only after the forerunners of today's | 
Mounties had secured order were | 
rank-and-file settlers allowed to move | 
onto the prairies. That policy is the 

ancestor of the vacant, locked-down | 


| Toronto of 2010, where streets and 


Most Anglo Canadian readers hadn't. | 


heard of this novel prior to its inclu- ~ 


sion on a national radio show. “Cuba is 
sinking in flames in the middle of Lac 
Léman while I descend to the bottom 
of things,” runs the opening sentence. 
Who would imagine that the first word 
of the book *Canadians should read" 
would be the name of the country that 
is home to the hemisphere's only en- 
during socialist revolution? Or that 
July 26, the date of Fidel Castro's as- 
sault on the Moncada Barracks in 
Santiago, Cuba, would recur in the 


pages of an emblematic Canadian ^ 


novel like a secret key to our being? 
A New Jersey union organizer 
once told me that American bosses 
were afraid of Canada because they 
didn't understand how things worked 
up there. “You never know,” he said. 
“Some crazy lefty might take over.” I 
shook my head. Like most people, I 
assumed that Thousands Take to the 
Streets was a headline to be expected 
only after a rowdy Stanley Cup hock- 
ey celebration. Yet the G-20 protests 
in Toronto on June 26 and 27, 2010, 
proved that the potential for anger 
to swell into insurrection was alive in 
the Canadian psyche. The more than 
900 arrests that took place in those 
two days, many of them of peace- 
ful placard-wavers or unsuspecting 





buildings of no particular strategic -| 
importance were put off-limits to the 
public, and the reason why Toronto. | 
Police Chief Bill Blair repeatedly de- 
nounced peaceful protest as being 
“complicit with the criminal conspir- 
acy.” In the context of Prime Minister 
Stephen Harper's project of convert- 
ing Canada into a night watchman 
state, in which the military police and | 
prisons are expanded, while all other 
branches of government shrivel, it is 
vital to ask: Are Canadians compla- | 
cent by nature, or are they repressed 
by a state whose mantra of order has 
been internalized by its citizens? 


I spent the summer of 2010 in Cairo, | 
Egypt. The moment my taxi swurg | 
out of the airport, the driver pointed | 
out the white-uniformed police offi- | 
cers who stood on nearly every street 
corner. My friends and I couldn't fig- | 
ure Cairo out. A metropolitan city of | 
‘more than 19 million'people, the vast | 
majority of them living in ugly pov- | 
erty, where it was safe to walk the. | 
streets at 3 a.m.? My experience in 
large Latin American cities where 
glaring divides between rich and poor 
bred violent street crime told me that | 
this shouldn't be possible. For lack of | 
a plausible explanation, we attribut- 
ed Cairo’s calm to the Islamic faith. 
These hungry people didn’t mug or 


steal, we decided, because they were 
afraid of going to hell. As events in the 
Spring of 2011 illustrated, I should 
have listened to my taxi driver. Once 
they had been upstaged by unassum- 
ing little Tunisia, where the Jasmin 
Revolution showed that Western- 
backed dictators could be overthrown, 
Egyptians rushed to bring down the 
president who had filled Cairo with 
police officers, joining forces to pro- 
test in Tahrir Square. This vast hub of 
space in the city’s core is bordered by 
all the disparate elements that have 
contributed to Egyptian culture: the 
pink stucco of the Egyptian Museum, 


home to the country’s ancient heri- | 


tage; the bleak headquarters of the 
civil service, built in Soviet style under 
the nationalist government of Gamal 
Abdel Nasser; the Parisian-style low- 
rise apartment blocks that date back 
to the days of European colonialism; 


and the brand names of the globalized + 


present. It was natural for protest- 
ers against the Mubarak government 
to assemble here; to refashion their 
country’s history at the point where 
all of Израз influences converged. 
Space - ап excess of space, find- 
ingthe right space, feeling at home in 
the space where one lives - is an abid- 
ing Canadian dilemma. According to 
literary critic Northrop Frye, the piv- 
otal Canadian question is: “Where is 
here?” If Canadians are to express 
their revolutionary potential - and 
a few more years of Harper's stifling 
rule may make this our only path toa 
decent society - they will need to find 
their Tahrir Square. Since Canada 
is a vast country of highly articulat- 
ed regional identities yoked together 
into a portmanteau national identi- 
ty that contains elements that we all 
share and others that are distinct- 
ly local, there are few obvious can- 
didates for this role. An Albertan’s 
heart does not always beat faster at 
the sight of the Peace Tower stretch- 
ing high above Parliament Hill in 
Ottawa;a Nova Scotian will respond 
with curiosity, but not necessarily 
passion, to the stately Douglas firs of 
Stanley Park in Vancouver. Yet Prime 














Minister John Diefenbaker was іп- 
correct when he said that Canada has 
too much geography and not enough 
history. It’s true that our relation to 
geography is ambivalent: crowded to- 
gether in suburbs and cities, most of 
us feel Canada’s endless spaces as both 
а source of pride and an unsettling, 


slightly alien presence. Yet the weight, 


of history is also heavy in Canada, if 
rarely acknowledged. European set- 
tlement began earlier here than.in 
the United States; the basic contours 


of the Canadian nation have existed . 


for more than three hundred years. As 
Canadians, we have a long history of 
denying our history. This may be the 
paradox that unites us. 
Our habit of denial ean that 
- the lessons we need to Теагп have 
been learned before.’ The Winnipeg 
Soviet of 1919, arguably the most rad- 
ical political structure ever created 
by Canadians, lasted only a few-days. 
By the time of the Great Depression, 
would-be revolutionaries realized 
that success depended on master- 
ing Canadian space. Тһе 1935 On to 
Ottawa Trek of more than 1,060 un- 
employed men set off for the capital 
from Vancouver, gathering follow- 
ers along the way until it was dis- 


persed in Regina, Saskatchewan, by > 


Mounties wieldirig baseball bats. Yet 
it is easier to acknowledge Canada's 
distances, whose presence glares at 
us from the map, than it is to recog- 
nize our perpetually suppressed his- 
tory. Current Quebec Premier Jean 
Charest’s October 27, 1995, speech to 
tens of thousands of Canadians who 
had gathered in Montreal іп а naive, 
counterproductive attempt to per- 
suade the Québécois not to vote Oui 
in their referendum on sovereignty 
is our missed Tahrir Square moment. 
Surrounded by buildings and monu- 
ments that resonated with the histo- 
ry of Anglophones and Francophones, 
rich and poor, old-stock Canadians 
and immigrants, Charest ignored the 
significance of his setting and deliv- 
ered platitudes that kept Canada’s 


tribes safely apart, demonstrating . 


once again that our elites fear the 








unity of all Canadians even more than 
they fear separatism. 


Revolution occurs when a coun- | 
try finds a language to express its his- | 


torical dilemmas. This language may 


not include the entire population, but | 
jt needs to give the impression of all- | 
- inclusiveness. Our two official lan- | 
guages, our far-flung regions and our | 


failure to embrace First Nations cul- 
ture as part of eyeryone's heritage 


mitigate against the elaboration of | 
` an all-inclusive language іп Canada. | 
Both the Québécois and the First | 
| Nations cultures possess this “we 


that roots a shared perception of his- 


tory inacommon space. Québécois 


novels read in English translation of- 
ten feel as though they take place іп а 
slightly ethereal world since the pre- 
sumption of shared cultural reference 
points between writer and readers ex- 
empts Québécois writers from evok- 


ing baekground and setting with the | 


mass of descriptive detail that is a 
mainstay of Anglo Canadian realism; 
in Robert Bringhurst’s translations, 
the work of the Haida oral poet Skaay 
is calibrated, as if by a syncopating 
beat, by the repetition of a “they say” 
that definés the story as the proper- 
ty of acommunity: “A black bear sat 


on the opposite bank,/ and he had по. 
-claws, they say.” English-speaking 
Canada, like Canada іп its entirety, ` 


lacks that vital “they say.” Failing to 
achieve a consensus that the bear that 
dominates us has no claws, we can- 
not act on this knowledge. Nor can 
we learn from the political cultures 
of immigrants. The Communist be- 


| liefs of early 20th-century Jewish im- * 
| migrants from eastern Europe were 


a pivotal influence on the Winnipeg 
General Strike; yet in the post-9/11.en- 
vironment, immigrants who draw on 
struggles in their homelands as the in- 
spiration for radical politics in Canada 


| risk bejng defined as terrorists. This 


atmosphere of suspicion mutes the 
political dialogue between older and 
newer Canadians that used to be one 
of the ways in which Canadian politi- 
cal ideas were renewed. ` 

We repeat patterns that have 





occurred before in this space with- 
out admitting it. Canadian novels 
of the nationalistic 1970s took ten- 
tative first steps toward confront- 
ing collective experience: Robertson 
Davies’s Fifth Business mytholo- 
gized Canada’s role as a country on 
the edge of world events, the action 
of Margaret Laurence's 77e Diviners 
drifts back and forth from Manitoba 
to Ontario to British Columbia, in- 
habiting our great spaces in the same 
way that 19th-century Russian nov- 
els explore the sprawling geography 
of Russia. Since the 1990s, the best- 
known Canadian novels have skirt- 


7 ed representation of contemporary 
7 Canada, preferring to dramatize the 


rural past or foreign countries. Who 
writes about our multiethnic cities 
as Zadie Smith and Monica Ali write 


` about London? Who chronicles “mid- 


dle Canada” - the term barely makes 
sense - as Jonathan Franzen writes 
about middle America? This lack of 
literary attention to our daily lives is 
the cultural foundation of our politi- 
cal apathy. The 19th-century Russian 
novels that charted the streets of St. 
Petersburg and Moscow - and tlie 
sprawl of the countryside and the 
great estates - inventoried the nation- 
alcondition and paved the way for the 
1905 revolution that in turn led to the 
Soviet Revolution of 1917. The revo- 
lution Canadians seek in the 21st cen- 
tury is not that of Russia or Cuba. It 
must be flexible, participatory, mul- 


" tiethnic, ecologically aware; yet our 


heavily policed'state will yield only be- 
fore a movement that crystallizes the 
vast Spaces in which we live by making 
our history visible, comprehensible to 
us. Until we find our Tahrir Squàre, 
we will slumber in our divisions, con- 
firming the assumption of a Canada 
incapable of doing anything- includ- 
ing rising up against a stagnant, cor- 
poratized politics in unison. 


Stephen Henighan teaches Spanish American literature at the 
University of Guelph in Ontario, Canada. Пегік the author of 11 
books, as well as short stories and journalsim. For bis fiction 
Stephen has woh the Potter Short Story Prize and د‎ 7 
Robinson Fiction Prize. For his non-fiction he has been а finalist 
for the Governor General's Literary Award, a National Magazine 
Award and a Western Magazine Award. 











Sidney Nolan 
Tenth of Sergeant Kenmody at Stringybark Crook 
1946 
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S UP AUS 


BY RICHARD NEVILLE 





When asked to explore the potential for revolution in Australia, I sat down 
and laughed. It will only happen when the beer runs dry. We are a cautious, 
inward-looking nation in many ways, preoccupied with contact sports, 
gambling, barbecues and praising the troops. Our convict forbears were 
brutally treated by the British when dumped on this inauspicious coastline 
in 1787, in order to build a penal colony. Today there are few hard feelings 
and scant support for replacing the monarchy with a republic. Life is pretty 
easy in the land down under. 
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This is a huge continent, offering copi- 
ous pleasures, often for free, with access 
to endless beaches, coral reefs, wilderness, 
national parks. On the whole, Aussies are 
laid back and fair minded and still retain 
a dash of antiauthoritarianism from the 
convict era, happy to “take the piss” out 
of each other and be reasonably tolerant 
of incoming settlers ... up to a point. “She'll 

‚ beright mate,” is a corhmon phrase, a vari- 
ation on “don’t worry, be happy.” While 
there is much to like about this country, 
there is also something dumb, trite and 
scary about the way we view the world and 
our place in it, 
apart from the Greens, subscribe to the 
official timeworn narrative, West is Best, 
convinced that we and our allies abide by 

international law, hold the moral high 
ground and are favored by the Almighty. 
This subliminal moth-eaten mantra feeds 
into public consciousness, even as US 
drones pulverize extended families, CIA 
goons murder at will and torture is rife. 
Over the years, our Ministers of Defence 
have provided troops for almost every stu- 
pid heartless war America undertakes. 

As part ofa grand celebration of the US- 
Australia alliance omits 60th anniversary, 
our newly minted Labor Prime Minister, 
Julia Gillard, addressed a Joint Meeting 
of Congress in Washington, where she as- 
sured the audience “you have а true friend 

7 down under" and pledged continuing sup- 
port for the war on terror, Choking back 
tears, she told Americans that theirs was 
the greatest nation on Earth: “You can do 
anything” she said repeatedly; as the audi- 
ence responded with a standing ovation, 
*you can do anything." She was right in a 
way, as a Melbourne cartoonist remind- 
ed us with three chilling images of their 
achievements: Hiroshima, Vietnam, Iraq. 

This is the same Julia Gillard who an- 
nounced that WikiLeaks was a threat to 
the world and that Julian Assange, an 
Australian citizen, had broken the law. 
What law? None in his own country, as 
it turns out, but she was trying to pla- 
cate the Pentagon. No matter who wins 
elections, our leaders are slaves to the 
ANZUS Treaty, a military alliance that 
binds us to cooperate with the US on de- 
fense in the Pacific Ocean and elsewhere. 
Sitting snugly in the vast red desert of 
Western Australia is Pine Gap, a mili- 
tary base built on the traditional land of 
the indigenous Arrernte people. It is one 
of largest and most sophisticated satel- 
lite ground stations in the world. Its 26 


Politicians on both sides of the house, * 


antennas stick information from the sky 


the field, where it is used to coordinate 
air strikes. Australians are forbidden 
to approach, the base, and that includes 
members of Parliament. During the 
12003 invasion phase of Baghdad, Pine 
Gap initiated 50 strikes against the Iraqi 
leadership. While none were success- 
ful, according to analyst Richard Tanter, 
all resulted in large numbers of civilian 
deaths. In four such strikes investigat- 
ed by Human Rights Watch, 42 civil- 
ians were killed and not a single Iraqi 
soldier was touched. Overall, the Pine 
Gap strikes produced 650 civilian corps- 
es - all this while the Australian media 
and its star cominentators were waxing 
lyrical about the Pentagon’s “precision 
bombing.” 

Last year WikiLeaks released a clas- 
sified US military video depicting the 
indiscriminate slaying of a dozen peo- 


` ple in Baghdad, including two Reuters 


news staff. Shot from an Apache heli- 
copter gun-sight, the video depicts the 
slaying of a wounded Reuters employee 
and his rescuers, as well as the murder 
of two young children. As the helicopter 
approached its prey, it is ikely that Pine 
Gap’s space-based signals intelligence in- 
tercepts played a part in the carnage. This 
base hosts the largest CIA facility outside 
America, 50 it is reasonabJe to assume that 
crimes against humanity, including the 
kidnapping of terror suspects and their 
transport to torture zones, have been aid- 
ed by this secret installation on Australian 
soil. Such issues are rarely discussed іп 
Parliament or in the mainstream media’ 
or even at backyard barbecues, where the 
chatter is more about sport or the latest 
creations on MasterChef, than about our 
complicity with dirty deeds. Exquisite 
food is created down under, but in our 
public discourse, there’s not enough food 
for thought. 

It wasn’t always like this. From the ear- 
ly days of settlement, right up to the 1970s 
and through the 1980s, when Green ac- 
tivism hit its peak, Australian citizens 
repeatedly defied authorities and chal- 
lenged obnoxious decisions. However, 
the only successful armed takeover of 
an Australian government was the Rum 


Rebellion of 1808, which was instigated | 


| by the bad guys - the New South Wales 


Corps - who netted a fortune from the dis- 
tribution of rum. Their adversary was the 
Governor of NSW, William Bligh, former- 
ly famous as Captain Bligh of the Bounty. 


and distribute it to US commanders іп” 
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| He wanted to end the “Rum Corps" booze 


monopoly and all hell broke loose. Bligh 
was arrested under-his bed and the rum 
continued tó flow, as it still does today. 
The only other.armed rebellion in our 
history is the Eureka Stockade of 1854, 
which resulted in 30 deaths. This was 
‘the pnhappy climax of a spirited cam- 
paign of civil disobedience during the 
Victorian gold rush, where the miners 
demanded an end to the Government's 


»exorbitant license fees, proclaiming | 


“taxation without representation is tyr- 


" anny.” When miners resolved to secede. 


from the United Kingdom, tempers 
-flared and fatheads prevailed. Heavily 
armed soldiers and police descended 
on the miner’s rickety sto¢kade and the 
rest is history. A bloodbath, As the facts 
slowly emerged, the public was outraged 
and the tide turned against the authori- 
ties. Police were vilified, the bad cops put 
out to grass. The 13 miners charged with 
treason were all acquitted. А commission 
of enquiry produced numerous reforms, 
and all were acted upon. In the following 
year, the Ballarat miners had eight repre- 
sentatives in the Victorian Government. 
To this day, many regard the Eureka 
Rebellion as the birth of democracy in 
Australia. Late into the 1950s, universi- 
ty student songbooks featured still rip- 
roaring ballads of the event. 


It is a Sunday Morning, 

The miners’s camp is still; 

Two hundred flashing redcoats 
Come marching up the hill. 
Come marching up the gully, 
With muskets firing low; 

And diggers wake from dreaming 
To hear the bugle blow, 


The wounded and the dying 

Lie silent inthe sun 

But change will not be halted 

By any redcoat’s gun 

There's not а flag in Europe ` 
More rousing to the will 

Than the flag of stars that flutters 
Above Eureka’s Hill. 


As the 19th century unfolded and our 
cities expanded, immigrants kept ar- 
riving from far and wide, many imbued 
with enlightenment ideals and stirred 
by the goals of the French Revolution. 
Some had fought in defense of the 1871 
Paris commune, which aimed to create a 
model republic based on principles of so- 
cial justice. This rich cultural phalanx of 

















former convicts, bushrangers, commu- 
nards, Trade Unionists, socialists, pam- 
phleteers, explorers, Irish nationalists 
and fervent democrats were determined 
to prevent replicating the bloody mind- 
ed cruelties and rigid class divisions of 
Britain. Numerous street battles erupted, 
Aboriginal warriors fought frontier police, 
shearers went on strike for months and 
ambushed trains of strikebreakers - with 


the aim of advancing an egalitarian agen-- 


da and subduing the meddling of police, 
who sided with the ruling class. 

Over the years, radicalism ebbed and 
flowed, with many a brawl, glorious de- 
bates, seditious magazines and several 
mutinies in the army, navy and air force 
(most of them covered up and deleted 
from official histories). Later, fired up by 
the postwar baby boomers, radicalism re- 
turned with a vengeance, spreading across 
Europe, USA, Australia and elsewhere in 
allits myriad hues, from pop to pot to pro- 
test, to psychedelia, sit-downs and screw- 
ing around. Relishing our outrageousness, 
we skipped the light fandango as ceilings 
flew away, but when I glimpsed the foot- 
age of fresh-faced Egyptian kids standing 
their ground in Tahrir Square, the gener- 
als prevaricating, snipers on the roof, it 
made the 60s look like tiddlywinks. + 

When used Google to check Australia's 
activism rating, the first link that ap- 
peared seemed promising: Welcome 
to Revolution. This turned out to be a 
“brand dedicated to the ongoing devel- 
opment and success of the Australian 
Hairdressing Industry” which perhaps in- 
dicates the state of our cultural priorities. 
But in the gap between а French guillotine 
andan Australian haircut, there is, actual- 
ly, an unfolding space for a new kind rev- 
olution, one that’s still gathering steam. 
It’s been brewing for ages. There are no 
borders. It is an amalgam of science, con- 
sciousness, rebellion, hope and despair. 
What is it? The long awaited resurgence 
of tough love climate change activism, no 
holds barred. Today, endless conferences 
dull the brain, politicians tie themselves 
in knots, boffins are enmeshed in a web of 
details. GetUp and 350.org, Greenpeace, 
Avaaz, TreeHugger, Sea Shepherd and 
all the rest are on the case, running rings 
around the deniers, but humanity is be- 
ing left behind by the rapid acceleration 
of climate change, and boondoggled by the 
sleight of hand from Big Polluters; not to 
mention the determination of nation 
states to pump up GDP at all costs. Surely 
it’s time for a fully fledged, born-again 








cultural revolution-evolution with the 
goal of waking up the stragglers, support- 
ing the paradigm shift and rescuing the 
future. Ро we have the time? Activists, 
long aware of a catastrophic threat to the 
world’s ecosystem and thus to all humans, 
often confess to harboring split states of 
awareness. On the one hand they endeav- 
or to be positive and useful, as they wres- 


| tle with extraordinary changes, even as 


the data get darker and the ice caps melt. 
When pressed, many of these stalwarts 
admit to collapsing in despair at the fail- 
ure of political leaders to move beyond 
platitudes and bullshit. With frightening 
facts at their fingertips, these longtime 
campaigners look ahead to likely devel- 
opments by 2050, astonished at the inti- 
mations of carnage, the denuded humans, 
the vanished species, the dying Earth. 
How can we go.on, they ask tlfemselves, 
knowing what we know? In the end they 
snap out of their despair, because there’s 
still a fighting chance of achieving plan- 
etary repair and saving the human race 
from appalling suffering and decimation. 
We can expect, and we can be part of, a 
new wave of activism. This could happen 
suddenly, like in Tunisia and Egypt. 


When I returned to Australia in 1979, 
I was dazzled by events in my homeland. 
Along with a fleet of cars, a bus and five 
paddy wagons, a hundred cops had de- 
scended on Terania Creek, an obscure 
and magnificent basin of virgin rainforest 
northwest of Lismore, NSW. Following an 
inconclusive skirmish, police were now 
determined to assist the bulldozer crew in 
shoving through a logging road. And sud- 
denly, “out of nowhere came the hippies,” 
recalls activist John Seed, who later set 
up rain forest information centers across 
the world. “Take your bulldozers from un- 
der our noses” sang the activists, “Hands 
off our greenery, fuck your machinery." 
Protesters came for the day and ended up 
staying a month. This was the first time 
in Australia that direct action was used in 
the defense of a rainforest, and it worked. 
The State Government stopped the log- 
ging. Now part of the Nightcap National 
Park, “Protestors Falls" remains a hot 
tourist attraction. 

Meanwhile, the campaign in Tasmania 
to prevent the construction of a dam 
on the serene Franklin River attracted 
20,000 supporters. Activists sabotaged 
machinery and occupied construction 
sites. Nearly 500 people were imprisoned 


for breaking the terms of their bail. In the 
end, the dam plan was axed. The battle for 
the Franklin contributed to the collapse 
of the Federal Government, created anew 
political party - the Greens - and project- 
ed environmental issues into the main- 
stream. In short, a famous victory. 

At that time it was hard to keep track of 
all the actions aimed at protecting forests, 
wildlife, coral reefs - you name it, Young 
protesters spent months living on plat- 
forms built in the tops of old growth trees 
in order to foil the conversion of the treets 
into woodchips. I first met my brother-in- 
law soon after he and others had chained 
themselves to underground roots to stop a 
road being rammed through Queensland’s 
Daintree rainforest. Some eco-protests 
| succeeded, others petered out. Eventually, 
even activists acquire families, a mortgage 
and a day job, and they end up helping the 
| kids with their homework, in the hope 

they become biologists, ecologists and sci- 
entists, so they too can cherish and rescue 
what's left of the natural world. 

Like it or not, wild climate change is 
upon us, so droughts, fires, floods and 
food shortages are part of the scenery. 
Rehousing climate change refugees will 
be another challenge, and their increas- 
ing numbers will destabilize settled com- 
munities. Today’s mainstream politicians, 
including those with the best intentions, 
face losing battles. As oil peaks and aqui- 
fers collapse, voters will block their ears. 
We want more, not less, they'll demand. 
More GDP, more circuses, more every- 
thing. Even more wars if that boosts jobs, 
lifestyle, profits and circuses. Only a tiny 
few worry about the fate of humans, and 
they carry a huge psychic load. How can 
we wake up the rest? 

As we have seen, activism and mas- 
sive demonstrations are capable of jolt- 
ing governments. Apart from walking the 
talk and minimizing our individual car- 
bon footprints, it’s time to summon up the 
Blitz spirit, which once achieved miracles. 
The next stage of eco activism approach- 
es, and it will involve massive concerted 
acts of campaigning beyond borders, be- 
yond ideologies, beyond politics. Each one 

„of us will find our lives are transformed. 

This is a revolution of everyday life, a rev- 

„ olution of restoration, regeneration and 

reimagining the future. The stakes could 
not be higher. 


Richard Neville is a lapsed bushwalker, author, futurist. His 
email address is rneville@ozemail.com.an 
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Dear Adbusters, 


Well, here I am sitting on my cabin porch at the eastern foot of the 
Three Sisters volcanoes in the Cascades Mountains of Oregon. Pm 
a 75-year-old geezer with bad digestion, blurred vision and only a 
few of my original teeth. Ma Nature can take me out as soon as She 
wishes. I've had a good life, and there are plenty of young, strong, 
“innovative folks who can use the scarce food supplies better’n me. 


If you want to know the truth, Pm feeling okay about this 
civilization going under. Always did think that we Homo sapiens 
took a wrong turn back when we threw our lot in with agriculture 
and the inevitable cities, and with them, concentrated people and 
pollution, stashes of goods and armies to raid other cities’ stashes 
of goods. 


This beautiful planet could probably get along fine with several 
hundred million of us on board, living simply off the land. But 
we've succeeded so well at increasing our numbers and taking over 
every corner of the place that She's overloaded. With civilization 
down for the count, our numbers can slide back south toward some 
reasonable level. 


I can't imagine our species not reinventing civilization after a 
while, but maybe we've learned something from the previous go- 1 
round. Pm sure many of you will make it through, carrying forward 2. 
your creative ideas and our collected wisdom from the past 10,000 - 
_ years on what does and doesn’t work. Be sure and enjoy every step. · : 
= ої the way, too, okay? Goodbye, and best of luck. د و‎ 








. Billy Stevens 
Sisters, OR 
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don't tell me there is по mystery 


On a cloudy evening in Vancouver | stood on a busy street corner 

and pointed my iPhone to the sky. Through the eyes of my recent app 
purchase, Star Walk, 2.99 plus tax, | peered confidently through the white 
noise into the darkness like never before. The view beyond twinkled and 
moved, animated with women wearing crowns, Romans carrying swords, 
children and wolves playing ... and crabs and serpents, satellites, nebulas 
and planets all connected together by a series of green lines between 
the dots. The sky has never been so alive with answers 


This got me thinking. 


A society that sells a pocket universe for the cost of bus fare makes a bold 
statement: that whatever little mystery there is left comes cheap. | pointed 
the phone to the concrete at my feet. Below me was Leo on the screen, in 
full cosmological glory, gnawing on a cigarette butt and an oval-shaped 
piece of gum turned black. Her stiff grin said society is a know-it-all. Leo, 
with rib cage frail and exposed, hungers for mystery. So do we. 


Modern cosmologists are now hypothesizing something that only a few 
years ago was considered laughable - the same laugh showered on 
heretics throughout the ages when they said everything might be wrong. 
As Big Bang absolutism and ensuing hubris gobbled up the grant money, 
а minority of scientists lamented rationality's killing of the universal 
mystic. How human indeed they thought, to pinpoint the origin of it all 
to an exact event at an exact time. In turn they asked from their labs of 
dissent, what if the Big Bang was just a cosmic blip? What if it was merely 
one universe shedding its skin for another or a single heartbeat in a much 
larger and incomprehensible and cyclical process? That the universe as 
it can be observed is 13.75 billion years old from the Big Bang onward, 
this new crop still agrees, but what before, what parallel, what beyond 
and what now is anyone's guess. It used to be that the one thing you 

could trust other than the certainty of death was that it all started 

sometime and somewhere. What these cosmologists are saying is 

that those concepts no longer apply. 


| looked to the device in my hand for a morsel to satisfy Leo's 
hunger. The light dimmed, the battery died, and Leo darted like a 
harpoon to the bottom of the abyss. The languages of science and 
religion may change but the questions remain the same. They аге 
still two sides of the same coin asking the wrong question. 


| can point to a star without seeing it but | can't tell you what 

that means. | know the names of the stars but on a long enough 
continuum these names will all change. | was told Earth was a 
planet when | was born but it might be an asteroid when I die. | 
know the coordinates of the farthest corners of the abyss but | still 
get lost in my city. Today, the Big Bang, that rock of our existence, 
might just be an outer ring cast by an infinite stone-thrower 
reincarnated from a dead star. Never doubt that even the most 
absolute of absolute truths can fall away. There is a world so far 
beyond and there is a world so far behind. Don't tell me there is no 
more mystery. Dear Star Walk, I'm still waiting for the app update. 


Darren Fleet 
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Thinner than ever. 





